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RIGHT HONOURABLE 

HENRY, 

EARL oi Norwich, and EARL- Marihall 

of ENGLAND.&c. 

» 

My • Lord, 

THc Imfuience of ScribUrs in this AfCy hd$f$ corrnftcd the 
Original defign §f Dedications^ that before I dare teSjou this 
trifle begs jour Lordftiips ProteSlion^ I ouihtflrfl to Examine 
§n Vfhat grounds Imaks the attacque s for now every thing 
that erefaw the Stage> how modeft foever it has been there^ without 
daring to (hew *its face above three Days , has yet the Arrogance 
tothrufiit f elf into the World in Print with a Great Name before it: 
where the fawning Scribler fhaH compendioujly fay^ thefaaUnsof 
Critiques^ the ill time of the Tear, and the worfe aHing of the Players^ 
has prejudiced his Play^ but he doubts not but his Grace, or his Ho- 
nours more impartial judgment will find that Pardonable which the 
World has fo Malic iou fly Cenfurd\ that is as much as to fay i 
Sir ) you are the only Per [on at Court vhofe blind fide I dare ven* 
tureony not doubting bat your good Nature wiUexcufe what all the 
World\except the Authors) has jufth condemned. Thus a De- 
dication which was formerly a Prcfent to a per f on of Sluality^ is now 
made a Ltbel on hiwy whilfi the Poet either fnppojes his Patron to be 
fo great a fot to defend that in Prints which he hift off the Stage .• 
or elfe makes himfelfa greater ^ in asking a Favour from him which 

he 






- • THE JftPISTLE DEDICATORY. 

%i ntrt exfiffs to obtdin. Homver, that tobicb is Mn dhfe t$ th , 
Ptcron, is g-CmfUmcnt H tin Bookfcllcr, irA^ whi{f€rs the Poet, - 
4mir«Ms himy Sir^ Tour ftij hadmisfortuitiy dnddU thst--- ht tf 
yootd t»t mite d DedieAti$0j or Prefdce — The Poet tdkes the hi/tt, 
phh out dperfou of HoBOur^ teUs him he bds dgredt deal of Wit^ 
gives us dn dc count who tor it Sence in the UJl Age , ff^ppofing we 
cdnnot belgnofdnt who torites it inThis\Difputes the ndture of Vcrky 
Answers d Cdviltnt two j^ihles upon theCoun.Hufs the Critiques, 
undthe work*s don. 'Tis not to be imdgin*dhowfar'dJheet of this goes 
to nsdke d Bookfeller Kiehy dnd d Poet Fdmous. 

fut my Lordy whilft I trouble jou with t bis kind of difcourfe, I tog 
you' would not think I ieftgn to give rules to the Prefs, us feme of our 
Trihe hdve done to the $tcgc\or thdt ifindfduU with their Dedicdtiom 
in Comflemtntio mj own : NOjthdt^s dtrickldo not pretend to. Be* 
fidfs jour pdrticuUr Fdvours^ in the publick honours you hdve condif^ 
fcended to this PUy^ und the Author ^ hdve height ned my fence of 
Crdtitude beyond my Power of exprefjing it. ThisPUy, which for no o- 
ther Merits durfl tdke San^u dry here y throws it felfdt your ftety gj 
jour own: the Story of which ^I owe to your Hdnds^dndyour honour dilc 
Smbdsfyinto Africa .• ond on thdt fcore I prefent it to your Pdtro- 
tidge^ds the Jewes mddc their Sdcrifices which we redd took Fire from 
Hedvennhe Incence was lighted bj thdt Divinity to whom it wds offer d^ ' 
nor is this dlllmoj modejlly bodft of : for befides its noble Btrth^ yon 
gdve it dnoblcEdiicdtion^whenyou bred it up dmongjl Princes, prefen'^ 
ied it in d Conrt'ThcattY^&by pcrfons offuch Btrth & Honour, thdt 
they borrowed nogredtnefsfrom the chdrrdifers they dffed. Thus hds 
jour Lbj:d(hipJbewedyotirfe/ffogredt d friend to the Mufes^thdt ds in 
former dgesthePiet made the Pair on:wben dllthdfs left cfdMxccnzs, 
isythat Horace ^dve htm dNAme:your influence on theContrdrymdkes 
the Poet^ dnd if this Play Live , orbdve Succcfs enough to preferve 4 
ndme •, 'tis by being your crcAtfre^ (i?}deniojingjcurfmtles : which is 
the hi^hefl ambition of^ 

MY LORD, 

Your Lordfhips moil oblidgcd and 
moi obedient Servant, 

\Ll\anah Settle. 







PROLOGUE 

AtthePlayHoufe. 

FOr this ddis TreAtment )9U have fsl dtot dear e. 
Tour kejl belev'd diverfton is not here, 
jiB joM're now tike to hsve is ddnllplaj. 
The WcUs have ftoh the Vizar Masks dmy, 
Kow funk in Penitentiil Drink begins^ 
Tofnrge the fnrfeit of herlxmdoa Sins. 
Their Ltves hsve been »*re-fi»tkt, gndbnt mtkefiof, 
for 4 new tHUge tottrds another Crof. 
'Tis ftdfonAbleJemetimes to forbear e : 
jIUJs it is not Harveft aB the Tear. 
Though heated they like tatter'd Ships keep in, 
Tbey fiay but to reft, then Lanch arain^ 
Be honefi then one Day, and fatientpty 
With neither bandy in the Play, nor Pit. 
And thongh thus far yon toyour lofsare come, 
Whafs jttfiUl norje yon mufi drive £mfty home , 
Jtor when Play's done need the fhamefaced Debauch 
change the guilt Charioc for the hackney CoBCh . 
Thenjince our fober Andience denyes 
Ton furious men of frey aU hopes of prize • 
To f fee the Play fhould be your only Ends, 
We^le then pre fume yw are the Authors Friends. 
And though jou mtfs your dear delights ^ you may 
Sett the Poet kind, and CUptht Play .- 
Tonr Hands 4re now emptofd no tthtrfV^ff, . 
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The A&ors Names. 



Mnly Labas^ Son to the Emperour \ » , „ . 
oi Morocco, * ^Ut. Hants. 

Muly Htmet, a Prince of the Royal^i 

Blood ) contra^d ro l/iariamne^ 1 . « c •./ 
J /-. 1 c L f? V- Mr. Smith. 

and General oi the Emperours *. 

Forces. J 

C.rifualba%y a Courtier and Gallantl » *. d ..* -^ 
t J. ... > Mr. Batterton. 

to the Qyeen Mother. J 

HamctalhaXy his Confident and 

Creature, Governour of a Ca- f Mr. Medbonrne, 
ftle in Morocco. 

Abdelcador^ Friend to ^fH/)l Hamet. Mr. Crosby. 

Acb»iat, An Eunuch 

Laula^ Emprefs of Morocco^ and^ 

Mother to Afw/y L;f^<«f aad M<i- > Mris. (Batterton, 
riamne. * j 

Ji/jri<i«rife her Daughter. Mris. Mary Lee, 

Morena^ Daughter loTaffalet. Mris. John/on. 

Villains, Lords, Meffengcrs, Priefts, Mafquers, and 
other Attendants. 
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The firH Prologue at Court Jpof^en by the Lady 

ELIZABETH ROVJAKD. 

$ • 

IWifh you only .did expeft to day, 
A common Prologue to fome ufuai Play. } 

For when younc Ladies are to fpeak to King^, 
You look that tney (hould fay no vulgar things, 
Tisbtlo^us what meaner Adtois do • 
Eir'^er t*excufe our fclves, or raile at You. 
Nor come you here as to the common Pit, 
With theleft hope of finding fault with Wit. 
Loves gentler thoughts pofTefs the men of iience : 
At left it fhall be fo, e're they go hence. 
Gallants take warning then : 'tis time to fear j 
When Youth and Beautys on the ftage appear. 
Thofe charms clfe where are pretty dangerous found : 
But here we (Iioot upon a Rifing Ground. 
No heart can fcape we have a mind to hit> 
Unlefs'tis guarded by fome Eyes 'ith Pit. 
To hearts engag'd our power does not extend : 
And therefore, 6'/r,to you we humbly bend. J^to the ICwg'] 

Yet from your conftancy we need not fear : 
To all fair Nymphs you keep an open Ear?. 
No watching Eyes, thofe loft aluring wiles. 
Can hinder you from giving Gracious fm:les. 
Now for the Men : Thcii pra.fe Ihould next be flicwn 5 ■ . 
But that I think were better let alone lfLA^^7^^^'^ 

[Written ty the Lord kWMJiy] 

Thefecond Prologue at Court ffol^n by thcLndy 

ELIZABETH HOWARD. 

WIT has of late took up a trick t' appear. 
Unmannerly, or at the beft ftvcK. 
And I\)ets iliare the Fate by whic^ we fill, 
When kindly we attempt to pleaf^ you all. 
'Tishard, yourfcornflioulJagainft fucli prevail, 
Whofc cads are to divert you, tho'cli-y fail, « 




^Mm wpDld think It aa ilnataijdjeft,* -Jt^kj^ Hik 

^' — Miijyittighatyoawhe^ i ^^^ ^ 

Fatf 9C nere, though yoa uppeaibn for't.1 ^ 
If Wit can fiid it felf no better iport } j 

Witis a vervfoilifti thing at Court. ^ 

Wit'sburaasistopleare, and not to fright, 
*Tis no Wit to be always in the right, 
Yoa 'U Eq^it none, who dare be fo to night« 
Few foill-brdl wItt venture to a Play, 
To f|^ out faults in what we Women (ay : . 
For us no mater what we fpeak, but how. 
How kindly can we fay— I hate you now. 
. Aw! for the men> if you'ilaugn at 'em, do^ 
They mind tbemfelves fo much, they '11 ne'remind you,-«- 
But why do I defcend to lofe a Piayer 
On thofe fmall Saints in Wit, the God fits there. 
To yoii CGreat Sir) my Meflage hither tends. 
From Touch and Beauty your Allies and Friends. 
See my Credentials written in my Face, 
They challenge your Protedlion in this place. 
And hither come with fuch a Force of cnarmes. 
As may give check even to your profp'rous Armes : 
MilUons Q^ Cupids hovering in the Rear, 
Like Eagles following fatal Troops, appear. 
All waiung for the (laughter, which draws nigh, 
/Of thofe bold Gazers, who this Night muft aye. 
Nor can you Tcape our foft Captivitie, 
From which old Age alone muft fet you free. 
Then tremble at the fatal Confcquence- - - 
Since, 'tis well known for you own part f Great Prince) 
*Gain(l us you ft ill have made a weak defence* — 
^BegencrouS) and wife, and take our part) 
Remember we have eyes^ and you a heart. 
Elfc you may find, too late, that we are things 
Born to kill valTals, and to conquer Kings. 
But oh I to what vain Cohquelt I pretend, 
Whilft Love is our Commander, and your Friend. 
Our victory your Empire more allures, 
For Love will ever make the Triumph yours. 

[^miiun I J the Lord Rocheftei.] 
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Scene tfeits, Muly Labas d^pears hennd iit CbMtis i 

Mended by CMrds, 

lint J X.^^OodemnM to Fetters, and to Scepters bom ! 

■ Tis in this Garb unhappy Princes moam. 

^^ Yet Fortune to great Courages is kind i 

'Tis he wants Libeitf whofe Soul's connn'd* 
My Thoughts out-fly that mighty Onqueror , 
Who having one World vanqui(n*d, wept for more : 
Fetter'd in kmpires, he enlargement cravM 
To the fliort Walk of one poor Globe enflav*d« 
My Soul mounts higher , and Fates PowV difdalns^ 
And makes me reign a Monarch in my Chains. 
But*cis my Father has decreed my fate $ 
Yet ftiil he fliews his Greatnefs in his hate, 

B Thy 



% ' ' TBe Empreff of Morocco. 

Thy rage,brave Prince^mean SubjeAs does defpife $ 
Noae but thy ^n (hall be thy Sacrifice. 

Enter Morena b$Hnd. 
This dazUng Objedl my weak fight invades: 
Such Beauty would make Dungeons lofe their (hades. 

U^ren. Remen^c^ Sir» wl^n firft vou were a Gueft 
To TaffaUthCs Codiftf and io tey Breaft , 
That I) fond Woman, in a borrowed (hape. 
Was a Confpiratoriamy own Rape, 
When in a fatal night, whofe darknefs did 
Both our Efcapes, and my faint Blu(hes hide : 
With You I fled my Countrey,left a Cnnvn , 
Heir oflty now t'^an onkuid Vtthers Frown ^ 
And now for refuge to Mtr^ccc come , 
X We lA your Fadiers Court receive this doom % 

Zp^hts t9 her Chains. 
Our Love from him this Enteitainment gains $ 
W£ in our Sj^oftaary ^eet our Chains : 
Odr Fathers too haVe liow proclaimed a War ; 
By TdffdUtu's Arms we are purfu'd. 
'^r amorous flights like threatning Comets are. 
Which thus draw after them a train of Bdoud* 
MnfyL. Why do you thus a fad relation make 
. Ofall that you have lufifer'd for m v fake , 
Llnlefs joumy Unworthtnefs refen;. 
And of your mifplaced klndnedes repent ? , 

Jdpren. No, I recount the Scenes of our paft ilorns> 
Tp arm your Fancy for more pleafine-forms } 
I come to tell you that your Tather's kind , 
And has our mutual Happinefs defign'd. 
Of our pafl Woes I have this relation given ,' 
As Purgatory doe^ make way for Heaven. 

AJmIj l. This-docsdifperfemy Fears, checks my Defpalr: 
And has my Father-— Shall we then-— and arc 
Our Loves and Hopes -— Oh ray unruly Joy 
Wiiich docs my Thoughts fo in their 13:rth deftroy , 

That 



The Emprefs of Morocco. J 

That my difordcr'd Words no form can bear 1 
Speak then what Yoa would fay, and I would hear.' 

Moren. He has pronounced fuch great and glorious things ^ 
As are fit only for tne Breath of Kings : 
Our happy Paflion he fo far approves » 
That ere three days expire hc'l crown our Loves» 
Know then, to grant our Souls a ftriifter Tye, 
He has decreed •— we (hall tc^ether Dye. 

Mulj L. How arc my vifionary Dreams retired. 
And my fond Hopes in the Embrace expir'd i 

Mor. That day my Father Tdffdlettd's Arms 
To tWs prou3 City give their firft Alarms , 
His Standard fix't before M§r$cc$'% WaUs^ 
Mulj Ldbds and his Morend falls* 
He for my Murder does this reafon plead , 
He will prefcnt my Father with my Head, 
That fudden Blow, which he defigns for you , 
Tis your fufped^ed Treafon promj^ him to : 
And the fame Jealoufie tlut made his Breath 
Decree your Chains^ makes him pronounce your Deatht 

Mulj L. I freely at his feet my Life will throw i 
Life is a debt we to our Parents owt 
But die fufpe^led i Can he think fo foul 
y A Thought as Treafon harbours in his ^oul y 
Which does Mcrcna's facred Image bear ! 
Noflupeofillcan come within her Sphear. 
But muft Moreita fall ? when e'rc (he bleeds. 
He no feverer a Damnation needs , 
That dares pronounce the^Sentence of her Death, 
Than the Infedion that attends that Breath. 

Moren. Hold, Sir, and your unmanly fears remove, 
And ihevv your Courage equal to your Love : 
Let us to Death in folemn Triumph go, 
As to the nobler Nuptials of the two : 
For when we'reMead, and our freed Souls cnlarg'd, 
of Natures grolfer burdens we're difcharg d : 
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4 The Emprefs of Mordcea 

Then gentle as a happy Lo^rs Si^h , 

Like wandring Meteors through the Air wel fly $ 

And in our airy Walk, as fubal Guefis, 

Wei fteal into our cruel Fathers Breads , 

There read their Souls,and track each Paffions fphear > 

See how Revenge moves there. Ambition here : 

And in their Orbs view the dark Characters 

Of SiegeS) Kuiiis, Murdei's31ood and Wars. 

We'l blot out all thoTe hideous DrooghtSj and write 

Pure and white forms.^ wel with a radiant light 

Their Breads incif cle> till their Pafldons be 

Gentle as Nature in its Infancy $ 

Till foftenM by our Chjirms their Furies eeafe> 

And their Revenge diflblves into a Peace. 

Thus by our Death appeas'd, their Quarrel ends : 

Whom Living we made Foes, Dead wel make Friends. 

MhIj l. On generous Princefs ! whofe cooragious Breath 
Can fet fuch glorious Charaders on Death : 
The antient World did but too modeft prove> 
In giving a Divinity to Love. 
Love the great Pow'r oth' higher World controuls. 
Heaven but creates^ but Love refines our Souls, 

Enter to them ^ Mother weeping. 

^M$th. Oh SonI your Royal Father ^ 

Hidj L. Hold ! your Tears 

Confound my hopes. O my prefaging fears / 

Has he -— it cannnot be — has he decreed -'- 

More n A mu(l not, no, (he (hall not bleed : 

The Skies would blufli when that bold deed were done > 

And look more red than at a fetting Sun. 

J^Moth. 'Tis not MoKfna who is doomed to dy^ 

Mulj L . Has he decreed I Jliall her pkce fupply ? • 
If fo, thanks my kind Father, thou haft done 
The only deed thjt could oblige a Son: 
If I to hv^ your Life refign my -own ^to Morena.. 

hhallmore glorious iLine ilun go. his Throne., 

S. Mptk. 
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The Emprefs of Morocco^ f 

Q^Mctb. That objeft which your Mothers tears procures 
Is your grfeat Fathers fudden fate, not yours. 

Mulj L. My Father ! ha ! 

^Mcth. is dead* Juft as he fate 

Pronouncing yours and your Mortna^ fate s 
A fudden Check his hafty Breath controul'd, 
He ftartled, trembled, and his Eye balls rould. 
His wandring fears, his unihap'd thoughts fupplyVi 
With horroursj then Mulj Labas he cry'd , 
Forgive what my miftaken Rage has done j 
In peace poflfefs thy Miftrefs and my Throne : 
Then witn his dying Breath hi&Soul retii'd > 
And in a fuUen ngh his Life expir'd. 

MuljL. The Emperour dead! and with his dying Breath' 
Did he Mcrena to his Son bequeath i 
He in this Gift a Father has out-don, 
And robs me of the Duty of a Son 5 
For thofe juft Tears, which Nature ought t' imploy. 
To pay my laft Debt to his Memory, 
The Crowning of my Paflton difallows % 
Grief (lightly fits on hap]jy Lovers Brows. 

Enter Crimalhaz 4;f^ Hametalhaz, mth Attendants. . 

AShont wUhsfT. 

All Long live MuljLabks Emperour of Morocco. 

Crim. Welcome, brave Prince, to your great Fathers Crown, 
Advancing from a Prifon to a Throne : • 
The City does in one full (bout concur , " " 

And in one voice proclaim you Emperour : 
Ytt, Sir, your Freedom muft not reach fo far , 
Butthisfair Princefs Chains you ftill muft wear» . 
The Sun, Croat Sir, muft in one circuit vi^w 
Your Coronation and your Nuptials too. 

MhI*] L. Bnjoy a Throne, and my Morcna wedd I 
A Joy too grcai were not my Father dead. 

li i ' Tjie 
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6 The Emprefs of Morocco. 

The Force of one the others PowV controuls : 
Htrav'nHts our fwelling Paffions to our Souls. 
When feme great Fortune to mankind's conveyed 
. "Such Blcffings are by Providence allayed. 
Thus Nature to the World a Sun creates , 
But with cold Winds his pointed Rays rebates. 

Exit Muly L. leaJiftg Morena. 

^ Mvth. Befotted in thy Love and Empires Charms, 
Sleep, and grow dull in your MorcuA^ Arms. 
Twas not for this I rais'd thee to aCrown, 
> l^^ifou'd the Father to enthrone the Son : 

Hadft thou been ripe for Death, we had decreed, 
Tliou fliouldft him in his Fate, not Throne, fucceed : 
Thy early growth we in thy Chains had cru(ht , 
And mix'd thy Aflies with thy Fathers Duft. 
But live, fond Boy : to manage our DeHgn, 
We firft muft thy Great Gener;il undermine^ 
They, who by Policy a Crown purfue. 
Snatch at one Grafp the Sword and Scepter too. 
Then wee'l with eafe depofe an Armlefs King : 
Men fport with Serpents when they Ve loft their Sting. 
When our Defigns to the full height fucceed 
I'le place the Crown Imperial on your Head. [to Crimalhaz. 
Sir, of your Progrefs a Relation make, 
How died the King < how did the Poifon take i .^^ 
Crim. Withfaicty I accompliflrd your defirej 
For Hell and Night did in the deed confpire. 
As if He by fome fecret inftinifl knew 
The fatal Potion had been fcnt by you : 
Up from his Seat he rofe, and Hgning cried ^ 

unkind LauUI and then groan'd and diecU 
His Death fo much of horrour did prefcnt , 

1 curs'd my Hand for being the Inftrument : 
A ftrange unufual trembling fliook my Heart, 
As t!K.t Mnp'cian, whole infernal ait, 

llaiiini; 



The Empreff of Morocco 4 ^ 7 

Raifing a Vifion, is with Terrour feiz'd 

At ih*Apparition his own Charms have rais'd. 

Have you confider'd, Madani) what you've done f 

^M. Poifon'd my Husband, Sir, and if there need 
Examples to inftru(5l you in the deed, 
ril make my Anions plainer underflood, 
Coppying his Death on all the Royal Blood. / 

Crim. The Falls of Kings are heavy, and on You-— 
^Af. Hold, Sir, fure you have drunk the Poifon too. 

That thus your Blood grows cold, and your faint Breaft 
Is with fuch dull and ftupid Fears poflef}. 
A Statef-mans Breaft (hould fcorn to feel remorfe 5 
Murder and Treafon are but tilings of courfe, y 

Crim. I am a Convert, Madam, for kind Heaven , 
Has to mankind immortal Spirits given , 
And Courage is their Life : but when that finks , 
And to tame Fears and Coward-faintnefs iliripks. 
We the great Work of that bright Frame dcftroy, 
And fliew the World, that even our Souls can dy. 
By your Example FU great Deeds purfue : 
My Thoughts flia'nt ftai t at what my Hand daics do, 

Hamct. Madam, as Agents in this great Defign , 
Zitdy^ Mordt and Abdrahamon joyn 5 
They the Kings Ears will with fuch Whifpers fill. 
As fliall the Poyfon Jealoufie inftill : 
And by fuch fubtilty his Breaft infeft. 
Till he his Generals Loyalty fufped^ , 

Crim. Then to promote Sufpltionwe'l proclaim 
His Generals high Courage, Povv'r and Fame^ 
His Armies Love, and his great Spirit praifc : 
And totlm pitch his heighicn'd Virtues raife. 
That their Peife<ftion (liall appear their Crime , 
As Giants by their Hei<;hcdoMonfteis feem. 

^M. QnveCnmalhazl thy Breaft nnd mine agree : 
Now thou art woi thy of a Ciowu and Mce. 

And 
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And by (ach Arts V\\ my Iobs Brcaft invade 
Till his fond Duty has his Life betray'd , 
Till by my means we have his Army gaio'd. 
And have removed the Sword into your Hand: 
And then we pubLkly and fafely may 
Our bloody Enfigns to the World aifplay : 
His Pow'r once gone, we'i a6fc his Death in (late. 
And da(h his Blood againft his Palace Gate. 
' Great Deeds ihould in the open day be don^ 
As Sacrifices offei'd to the Sun. 

Crim. But till thefe mighty Adlions ripen*d are 
Wemuft theborrow'd Looks of Friendfhip wear. 

^Jt/.To flattering lightening our feign Smiles conform,* 
Which, back'd with Thunder, do but guild a Storm. 

Fink A6fm frimu \^Exeu»ti 

AA the Second^ Scene the Fird. 
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The Scene opened^ is reprefented the Profpe^ of a large 
.River y with a glorious Fleet of S bipSy fuppofed to 
be the Navy rf Muly Hamet , after the Sound of 
" Trumpets and the t>if charging of Guns. 

Eater King, Yoang Qseea, Hametalhaz mmI Attenddtits* 

iHamet. f^ R eat Sir, Your Royal Fathers General 

^Prince Mt$ly Hamc$"s¥\tct does homeyrards fail> 
And in a folemn and triumphant Pride 
Their Couife up the great River Tefffift guide, 
Whofe guided Currents do new Glories take 
From the Refledlion his bright Sueamers make : 
The Waves a Mafque of Martial Pageants yield* 
A flying Army on a floating Field. 

Order 



Ohfef andHarmony in each appear ^ 

Their lofty Bulks die foaming Billows bear. 

In ftate ihey move, and on die Waves reboand. 

As if they danc'd to their own Trumpets found: 

By Winds infpired, with lively Grace they roul 

As if that Breath and motion lerit a SooL 

And with that Soul, they feem taught Duty too, 

Tlxeir Topfails lowi'd, their Heads with Reverence bow -, 

As if they would their Generals Worth enhance. 

From him) by inftind, taught Allegiance. 

WhiMl the loud Cannons eccho to the (hore. 

Their flaming Breaths falute You Emperour. 

Fj:om their deep Mouths he does your Glory fing: 

W:tli Thunder, and with Lightening, greets his King« 

Thus to cxprefs his Joys, in a loud Quire 

And Confort of wing'd Meffengers o? fire 

He h.'^s his Tribute fent, and Homage given. 

As men in Incenfe fend up Vows to Heaven. 

Ifiter Mnly Hamet 4«J Abielcador, Attended^ tHtroducedrvith 4 
rlcurijh of Trumpets : Muly Hamet kneels 

to the King. 

King. Welcome true owner of that Fame you bring, 
A Conquerour is a Guardian to a King. 
Conqueft and Monarchy conHftent are ; 
Tis Vi6lory fecures thofe Crowns we wear. 

M»lj Hsmct. In all that Sword you lent me has fubdu*d, 
I only, Sir, my Duty have purfu'd: 
And a^s of Duty merit no applaufe , 
I owe my Lawrels to my Royal Caufe. 
My Anions all are on your Name enroird. 
Since 'tis from you my Connu*ring Pow'rl hold. 

HdmetaL But in Morocco his higli Pride may find 
His Name lefs glorious, and his Stars lefs kind. {^nftdc. 

Muly Hamct. Sir, your vidorious Arras are doub*ly crown 'd. 
On Sea and Land the fame fucccfs have found : 
^" C When 
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When'fiift our greeting Navies did (alatCt 
And in the rage ofrlamesoiir Caafe difpote: 
The Trains of Fire our £ital Guns did make 
Did the fierce (hjpe of blazing Comets take : 
Our meeting Heat luch fury did contrail y 
That Comets can but threaten what we ad* 
But When the Day had a ^cdatour been y 
And the whole Progrefs ot this Parley fecn, 
Led by your Genius, fate their Side torfook , 
Some of their Ships I funk 9 and fome I took. 
But when the interpofine (hades of Night 
Affiiled them m tneir diforder'd flight, 
I made their Fleet to Conmieft light my way^ 
With burning Ships made Beacons on the Sea. ^ 

King. Kind Fate, in giving you fo great Succefs , 
Could fcarce grant more , nor did You merit lefs. 

Mulj H. Their Arms who have at Sea vidorious been^ 
Do but the Out-works of an Empire win. 
Then to compleat, what on the Sea before 
Td but begun , I landed on their Shore. 

AhdeU* Sdfhee and Salliy Mugddorc , Or an , 
The fam'd jtrzJUcj Alcizer^ Titua^y 
Which the Ufttrper CdjUnis Pow*r pofleft, 
Thofe his Sword conquered , and his Fame the reft : 
For the lefs Cities at his Names furprifc , 
Yielding made Crowds of bloodlefs Viftories. 
Your Arms againft your Foes fo much liave done, 
1 hey feel the Heat though the fierce Fire be gone, 

MuljU. And now— — 
ilcaiing whofe Force Mgrofco will invade, 
I have brought home your Army to your aid. 

r.^ \'alour and Fate fuch juft fuccefs allow, 
^^ As (i.mly place the Laurel on your Brow» 
>f^ VVhofc very Looks fo much your Foes furprife, 
rluc You, like Beauty, conquer with your Uies^ 
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Bat) Muhf ffmet^ now yoor Sword mnft be 
Imploy'd io a more Cruel Viaory ^ 
Againft Invaders Yoo your Force muft lead ,' 
And meet mv Father m an Army's Head : 
But die rough hand of War more gentle make , 
And fpare His Blood for His McrendS fake. 

Mulj H. We only do afpire to this great end. 
To make your Father not our Prize, but Fnen J. 

Kin^. Should Fortune Crown our Forces with Succcls, 
Our Arms 9 though Conquering, fliall not make him lefs 

Enter Mariamne, sttendtd. 

Muly H. Now I'm a Conquerour, Mdridmne's Name alone 
Has Triumph in'c j I from this hour am made 
Greater than if I wore thofe Crowns I won ; 
My Laurels too without your Beams would fade. 

Mdriam. If Maridmnes Eies, Great Sir, can give 
Your Laurels Life, (he grants rfiem leave to live. 

MuljH. Oh my full Joys! 

Mdfidm. I come, as one of die Admiring Crow J. 
To welcom Him whofe Anions fpeak fo loud. 

MuhH. Madamj» my Deeds can reach no higher Fame, 
Than tnat your pretious Breath gives 'em a Name. 

Mdr. No doubt but War and the harih found of Arms 
Has from your Bofome chas'd Loves fofter Charms^* 
Your Thoughts, accuflom'd now to Nfaitial Toils , 
Court only Honour, dreft in favage Spoils. 

Muly H. No, Madam, War has taught my Hands to aime 
At Glory, to deferve a Lovers Name 5 
Since my Ambition has your Heart purfu'd, 
I Conquer Crowns to make my Title good : 
Whofe narrow Thoughts to lefler Obje^s move 1 
His Soul wants Room to entertain your Love. 

King. Sir, to requite you with a Crown would be 
Too mean Reward , Crowns you've beftow'd on me : 

C z To 



12 " The "Emprefji of Morocco, 

To fpeak my Thankl and Gtttitude more large, v. 

That vafter Debt I owe She (hall <Jifch|rge. { 

To pay what fo much Merit does require, 

I do command you love ^ where I admire. [to Maiiamnc' 

Mulj H. Though MArUmnt\ Love appeat'd before 
The hifiheft Happinefs Fate had inftorc , 
Yet when I vie\y it, as an Offering 
Made by the Hand of an obliging King , 
It Dkes new Charms looks brigliter, lends new Heat. 
No Objc<as are fo Glorbns or fo Great, 
But what may ftill a Greater Form put on , 
' As Optick GUfes magnifie the Sun. 

f ;?/rr Criinalhaz, Shuts v^lthin. 

Crim. Yonx Subje^fts wait with eagerjoys to pay 
Their Tribute to your Coronation Day. 

Kifig. You are arrived a welcom GuqA^ to (hare 
Thofe Ceremonies which their Joys prepare $ ^$0 Muly Hatnet. 
Your prefence to their folemn Rites will grant 
That Ornament which this days Triumphs want: 
What more could their impatient Wiflies meet. 
Then in one day a King and Conqiierour greet ? 
Whilft they behold triumphant on one Throne 
The Wearer and Defender of a Crown. 

Lead on . 

Mulj li^ Lead on, and all that kneel to you^ 
Shall bow to me» This Conqueft makes it due. [/^ Mariamne. 

Exeunt dd ht CLf imalhaz, 

Crim. Dull Souldier , in thy Vi(5loriesgo on. 
And live 10 fee me wear the Crowns you won. 
Let Cowards to their Fathers Thrones advance , 
Be Great sal Powerful by Inheritance. 
No Laurels by defcent my Biow adorns 
But what gains Crowns. lam to Courage bom. 
Ambition is the rile of Souls , like mine. 
T hole Wrcadis my Bii tli doss want^ my Brain lliall wlut 

They 
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They In advance to Greatners gloriotis prove , 

\9ho out of the dall track of Birch- right move; 

Birth-right, the Prop of an unparchas'd Name, 

A weak Alliance to an elder Fame. 

No Glory by Defcent is never worn^ 

Men are to Worth and Honour Rais'd, not Born. £.v//« 

The Scene opened. 

A State isprefefiiiily the Kinfr^ SlSL^en a^tdhUrhmnc fidtiJ, Muly 
Jtlamet, Abdelcador dftd Attendants , 4 Moor iff) DAncc is Pre- 
fented by Moors in fever al Habits , robo brinj^ in an artipcial 
Palm-tree^abont which they dance to fever al antick Inflrumenuof 
Mnfick*^ in the internals of the Dance^this Song i^ f^ng by a Moo- 
rifh Priefi and tm Moorifh Women j the Chorus of it being fer- 
formed by all the Moors. 

I. Stanza. 

NO Mtifick like that rohich Loyalty fings , 
A Confort of Hearts nt the Crowning of Kings : 
There's no fuch delightful and Mvifhing Strain^ 
As the Eccloes and Shouts of Long Live and Reign. , 
Long live and reign, long live and reign , 
No shouts fo delightful^ aSy Long Live and Reign, 
Long live and reign, &CC. Chorus. > 

2. Stanza. 

No Homage like what from Loialty^ ff rings , 
Wee' I kneel to our Gods^ but f^eei differ our Kings : 
JVel pay that Devotion onr Lives fhatl maintain - 
No raifing of Altars like Long Live and Reign. 
Long live and reign j long live and Reigjf^ 
No raifing of Altars^ like Long Live and Reign ^ 
Long livCy &c. 

C 3 ^M 
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After the Dgnee, 

King, They have paid theirs, now I my Debts will piy , 
Sir, the next Son (hall fee your Nuptial day, 
'We, who would heft great Services requite , 
D.ofirft our Friendihips, then our Bloods unite : 
A nd that your Hands more foletnnlv may joine y 
Our Royal Mothers Gift AuU fecond mine. 

r. ^en. Her gentle Breath already, froiD jnft Fame , 
Has kindly entcttain'd your Glorious Name \ 
And in that Drefk, You, as a Conqu'rour, xoxf 
To Her a more than welcome Viut pay* 

King, But fmce the Sorrows of the Moamir^ Qgeen, 
For our late Fafher, make Her keep DnTeen, 
Let this conduft you. \jSives him 4 Riiig* 

Muty H, I am here more bleft ••— - 
Than if I an Imperial Seat pofTeft. 

Wfx ^^^^ "* y^' Bread an Empire I obtain y Ife Mariamne. 

lv:Not only Kings, but Gods unenvied reigp. 
Beauty would almoft Infidels create> 
•Who, beyond Love, can wiHi a higher ftate? 
# Exewt dB ^f/ Abdelcador. 

AhJelc. Oh Charming; Sex! • — 
How vaft a Circle does thy Magick take f 
> The higheft Spirits humbfefi Lovers make. 
All that Heroick Greamefs, which but now 
Made haughty Foes and finbbom Nations bow. 
Turns Vaflal to a Smile , a Looks difguife : 
Who conquer Thoufands are one Womans Prize* 
Fate fets Commanding Beauty in their way , 
Beauty that has more God-like Pow'r than they : 
Love o're the Hearts of yielding Heroes fports % 
Wfro're Cooqueroors in Camps, are Slaves in Courts. Exit, 

rinit Aifm feennilf. 
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Aa the Thirds Scene the Firft. 
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Enter Muly Hamet, Scene the falace^ 

Mnlj H,**^JsxgfK oar Royal Mothers Breath mnft bind 
•I- That fiCred tye of Love my King has figD'd, 
And Piovidence has (cafd : make Her bat kioq; ^$(^ 

Scene a Bed-Chamber. 

The Stem »pens^ mmJ drovers Crimalhaz *Hd ^ett Mrthtrflet- 
fing M 4 Ci»ch^ 4 TtiU ftdMMttg bj^ with CrimalhazV Fiffiiti 
#/ lestherSi agd bis Drs0M Swfrd »fon it, 

Mt'tnter Maly Hamet« 

liulj H. LduU in Crimdbsz his Arms afleep ! 

Ha ! Does (he thus for her dead Husband weep ? 

Oh fond and amorous Q^een / has Luft fuch Cnarnis, 

Can make Her fly to an Adulterers Arms f 

His Sword drawn for his Guard, L^fit^ f'ff Stftrdm, ■ 

But he fliall die. — No, He ihall Wake, and Know 

The Jnftice and the Hand that gives the Blow : 
Should I defcend to a Revenge To bafe , 
His Death unarni'd my Gloiy would deface : 
I will reftore the Traytors Sword •, for ftill 
I have been taught to conquer thoTe I kill* 
Well, as a Witnefs of his.Crime, his Sword 
rie take, which when we meet {hall be reftot'd. 
Then fecretly, but '-.?iiourably too, 
My Hand (hall Act . ^ . ;;c to his Guilt is due. 
For, left I fhoul ' . , < .>ueens Difgrace prodaime ,' 
I'ie right her W* , .»jt I'lc conceal her Shame. Exit, 

The 
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The Scene changesij:© an Ant i- Chamber. 

Muly Hamet re-enters tPttb the fam( SfP^rdy 49d in faffing; 
over the Stage is ^erta^fnbjsthc Kin^. 

Kin^. Muly Hamet /' ftay. 

MHly H. The King ! 

King. What liave you there i 

Miily H. Curd Chance ! what (hall I fay f Z^ajide. 

King. You thus appear 
ToVe left the Field to gather Laurels here. 
Wi» is the Man that has tliis Honour gain'd^ 
To be fubdu'd by fuch a Gcu'rous Hand ? 
Tell me. 

Mtilj H. Your Royal Pardon. 

King. No, proceed. 
If you have kili'J Inm, I forgive the Deed^ 

Who c*re ngainll You durft his Sword ^iniTieaih 
Has juftly from your Hand deferv'd his Death. 

MuljH. No, Sir, he lives, and lives unranquith'd too. 

King. How, lives! ^ 

Mnly H. Oh do not your Demands purfuc. 
Urge me no more, nt)r force me to reveal 
The only thing my Honour would conceal. 

King. How, Muly ffamet^ durft you aft that thing 
You dare not utter to your Friend, and King. 

Mnly H. My Kings Efteem I by my Silence lofc. 
An J Speaking, I his Mothers Shame expofe. [^ajide% 

King. Speak, if you can by Friendibip be conjur'd. 
Whofe is it i 

Muly H. Sir, 'tis Crimdhaz his Sword. 

King. How Crmalhaz I Are you not newly from 
Th' apartment of nay Royal Mother come i 
In what dtfencelefs Garb did you furprife 
Him there, that you difarmM him with fuch eafef 
We o'l e our Womcns Honours fet fuch Eies, 
That the Seraglio all accefs denies. 
Wlio enters tne;e without my Signet dies. 

MulyH. 
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Muly a. Her Shame coo openly will be defcry 'd ) 
His Jealoafie will find what I weald hide. {^sfJt, 

Kinr, A fudden Fancy does my Breaft inflame, 
Something fo ftrange, as I want words to name : 
But She's my Mother, and IdarenocgaeTS"***- 
YetShe*sa Woman, and I can nolefs 
Than ftart at Horrours which my Honour ftain. 
Confafion 1 and was Crmdlhsz the Man i 

MmIj H, Oh ! Sir, what has my rorc*d Obedience don f 
A^nft a Mother I've incens'd a Son. 
Yoar Princelv Brow let no diforders change , 
Let my Hand, Sir, Your diftnrbM Peace revenge. 

King* No, Ii»lj Himet has a Sword too good 
To be defil'd with an Adulterers Blood. 
He t' an ignobler Fate (hall be condemn'd } 
lie make him infamous, low, and contemn'd. 
Difrob'd of all his Titles he fhall bleed. 
Like a Crown'd Vi^im to an Altar led , 
Whofe Wreadis and Garlands to the fire are caft , 
And dien the naked Sacrifice falls laft. 
That finking Statef-man undergoes the word 
Of Deaths,whofe Honours andwhofePow'r dies fiift. \_exit King. 

M»lyff. This was the only Chance could fliakemy Fame. 
Oh weak Foundations of a Glorious Name ! 
I from the Field do a Crown'd Conqu'rour come. 
To turn a bafe Informer here at home : 
Yet nothing is fo bright but has fome Scars \ 
Men can throngh GlalTes find out Spots in Scars. [,Exh. 

7be Scene chdnges *f;din to the ^jtten Mothers ted-Chdmbtr , 
vfhere She And Crimalhaz Afpe<trhMul in hdnd $ She in a Mor- 
ning Drefs, 
Crim. Lovea^ the "pait of tributary Kings: 
As they pay homi^e to their Conquerour ) 
Our kind Embraces are but Offerings 
Of Tribute to tnumphanc Beauty's Pow'r. 

D iKMotb. 
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J2i, M. Great Spirits Rivals are to Gods^ and caii,' 
Were all tlie World like me, their Heav'a unman : 
We'd antedate our Blifs, not ftay to move9 
like Pageant- Saints, to airy Seats above: 
We'd here below eujoy our Chiefeft Good , 
And reap Delights which they ne're nnderftood. . 
^ Crim. Ha I my Sword gon I Madam, we are betray *d< 

^ M. Whofe he that dares our Privacy invade i 

Crtm. Some fatal Eye our interview has feen. 

^M^ Whoe're has feen us, knows I am a Queen. 
That powerful Word his Silence does demand j • 
Tis Blafphemy to name> nay undcrftand 
What I^rmces aft. 
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Crim. Ho! jlcbmdtyAchmMt, Z, E »tir Achmzt. 

- What bold Man has been 

Admitted to th* Apartment of the Queen i 

Ach* PilncQ Mulj Hamtt* 

jg^ Moth. Ha ! by whofe Command? 

Achm. The Royal Signet from the ICings own hand 
Gave him Admittance. 

^Moth. But, rude Slave^howduift 
You violate what f commanded firft ? 
Know, Tray tor, I am Mother to a King ; 
His Pow'r fubordinate fiom Me docs (pring. 
My Orders therefore fliould unqueftion'd ftand, 
Who gave him Breath, by which he does Command. 
What my Command^ have mift,. this (hall make good. 
Viinces are by theii Deeds beA underftood. 

[^Stibs the Eunuch who faUs anddics^ 

Crim* Tall^an^in Death all hopes of Mercy lofe, 
Whodurft the Secrttsof your Queen difclofe: 
Clofrts of Princes Ihould be held Divine, 
As a Sa-nts prelence Confecrates his Shrine : 
And Princes Pleafuics fluuld Alliance hold 
With their great PowV, befreeand uncontrou'Uo . 

oA/oih. Isitnot piiy npw^^-— 

That 
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That Grave Religion, and dull fober Law 
Should the high flights of Sportive Lovers aw? 
Whilft for the lofs, of what's not worth a Name, 
The flight excurfionsofawanton flame. 
You muft your Ruine meet, and I my Shame : 
And yet we muft not at our Dooms repine 3 
Becaufe Law and Religion are Divine. 

Yes, they're Divine^ for they're fo over -good, 
Tm fure, they ne*re were made by Flcfti and Blood. 
But fince 'tis paft, what does your Courage think f 
You will not Ihake, at what I fcorn to fluink. 

Crim. No, though I lofe that Head which I before 
Dcfign'd fliould the Morocco Qioi^xi have wore : 
Yet what's the fear of Tortures, Death, Hell i Death , 
Like a faint Luft, can only ftop the Breath. 
Tortures weak Engines that can run us down, 
Orskrewusuptill we are out of tune. 
And Hell, a feeble, puny cramp of Souls : 
Such infant Pains may ferve to frighten Fools. 
Fates, if I'm doom'd your Mark, I'le ftand you fair > 
Nor will I for your Favours lofe a Pray'r. 

^ Af. A pray'r, Devotion and a Statef-mati ! No, 
The Pow's above are titular below : 
Stars are all Eye, and when great Deeds are done, 
AH their faint Liglits are but bare Lookers on. 
Now thou art brave, none but a Heart above 
The ftiock of Fortune, could deferve my Love : 
But fear no danger, to our aid Tie call 
My Arts and Fiends in Hell to ftop our Fall. 
To this rie for our fafety take ricourfe : 
Through your right Hand this fatal Dagger force: 
Then leave the Conduft of the Deed to me \ 
Fite dares no lefs than my ProteAor be. 

Hf r^ Crimalhaz ^ihht himfclf in his rrj^ht 
jirm, tphich immeJiatcly appears bloodj. 

Crim. Tisdon. {jhrom av^aj the Ddggcr. 

D 2 Enter 
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Eifter to them the King And Muly Hamec. 

Kirtg^. May Htav'n forgive my Eics,thac they have feen 
This dbjeft in a Mother and a Qflccn. 

^ M. Oh Son ! be deaf to what will wound your Ear, 
Let this black Day be cancelled from the Year. 
But if your Juftice muft his Faults purfue , 
Impofeon Me what to his Guilt is due. . 

Mulj H. See how (he treats her Shame : Madam, I wifh 
Your Virtues greater, or your Birth were lefs. 

King. Since you have fuUied thus onr Royal Blood , " 
The Grounds and Rife of this paft Crime relate, \Jq Crimalhaz* 
That, having ypur Offences underftood , 
We, what w^ canrt't recall, may expiate. 

Crim. Sir, 'Twas my fete 

^ M. Hold-, Sir, the Story does to me belong, 
A Womans Trailty from a Womans Tongue. 
Whilft penfively I in my Clofet fate 
My Eyes pay'd Tribute to my Husbands Fate,' 
And while thofe Thoughts my finking Spirits feis'd 
Ws Entrance my de)e(fted Courage rals'd : 

X^Pointing to Muly Hamcr. 
The fudden Obja^ did new Thoughts produce ^ 
My Griefs fufpen Jed, lent my Tears a Truce; 
For tlicn I otherwife employed my Eies, . 
Whili' in His Afpedl Iread Vi(5lories. (^^//7/i^Muly Hamet. 
Yj\xu Mnl) Hamety then your cruel Breaft 

Aiiti'j If. Speak. 

/2j 'f. Let my Tears and Blufhes fpeak the reft: 

M.i /y //. Wlmt does llie mean i My labVing Thoughts difpatch, 

^M. Your Soul and Perfon Nature did ill match. 
Such lavage Paflions and unruly Heat, 
L ). g'd m Your lir^aft, hold a too glorious Seat. 

fidy //. Tins mvftick Language does my Sence confound. 

^ MctL Oh, S r ! 

iU^g. This iicldling Hiflory expound> 

Well, 
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. ^ M. Well", Sir, fiftce you will force my Toiigae> I imift 
Be to my Honour and my Virtue juft. 
Having a while upon each other gaz'd. 
He at my Silence , I his Eyes amaz'd : 
Then , Mulj Hamet , then - — 

King. What did he do ? 
> ^^^ Attempt to ravifli me.* His altefd Brow. . 
Wore fuch fierce Looks, as had more proper been 
To lead an Army with, than Court a Q^een. 
And, as a Ravilher, I abhorr'd him more 
In that black form, than I admir'd before; 
But whilft my Virtue a Refiftance made 
My Shrieks and Cries brought Achmat to my aid : 
Whilft th* Eunuch ftood ama7/d, his Sword he fnatc'd^ 
And at one Stroke his wondering Soul difpatch'd. 

Mtilj II. Oh Horrour / 

SU.M. Then, led by fome happy Chance, 
Kind Crimathdz^x^ to my Aid advance. 

Crim. But being by my fudden Entrance croft. 
And all the Hopes or his ftoln Pleafures loft, 
My fight did to his fparkling Eies infpire 
Such Rage, as if his Luft had lent 'cm Tire .• 
Though Juftice in Her Caufe did guide my Haiki^ 
No Sword could his Viftorious Arm withftand : 
And when his Weapon through my Hand run, 
Tearing th' Event of what his Rage had done. 
He bore away my Sword, a poor Pretence, 
To turn his Crime upon my Innocence. 

Mulj H. Falfe and perfidious Traytour ! [/^ Crimalhn/. 

Sir, to your Royal Favours add one more, [^to the Kw^^ 

And rle quit all tliat I received before: 
To this Adulterer your Leave afford 
To vindicate his Treafon by his Sword 5 
That Juftice, by my Hand, may give him Dcatlu 
And fiiflcw.th his Blood his peijarM Breath. 
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King. Hold^ Sir, if yoo this rtfli act empc purfur , 
You*l make mc tliinkj that what he fays is true. 
This fubciie mvftery confouods me more 
Than the part horrour of the Deed before. 

Crim. Alas, Sir, He, who has fo favage been , 
To dare abafe the Honour of a Queen, 
Efleeming all Idfs Crimes but fportive things. 
Could not want Words t* abufe the Ears olKings. 

MhIjH. Bold Vil]a;n 

King. Hold, your l^iffioos Rage command 5 
You in an injur'd Mon;vchs prelence ftand. 

Mi$ij If. Cah tlic Eiernal P§fp'rs fuch Treachery 
Permit i You the jjreat Rulers of the Sky, 
Sitting thu s patient at (o tame a rate. 
In Heav'ns (oft eafe are grown effeminate. 
If fuch loud Crimes your armlefs Pow'r out-ftce. 
Your pointlefs VengpanCe will your Heav'n dlfcrace. 

^ M. Had you my Bread by Honour fought to win, 
Yet Love t a pious Mother, and a Mourning Qiieen, 
Had founded harlli.^^ut grant tliat Time and Love 
^^Mild from my Bofom my dead Lord remove : 
I to your Paifion might fo juft have been, 
To Ve met your Love, but not ith' Jhape of Sin. 

Mitlj H. Madfm, You mav fay any tiling : Your Sex 
And Birth the vent of myjuft Paifion checks. 
Sir, do but hear - [^To the King. 

Crim. You may vouchfafe to hear 
What You may read more plainly, here, and there. 

Q Points to the dedd Eunuch and his wounded Arm. 

King. I in this Parley too much time bef^ow ; 
Hearing the Ciiufe, I make the Vengeance flow. 
Guards Yet Tie hear him 

Mnly It. My fin<^le Word a vain Defence will make, 
Where fu much Witnefs, and a Mother fpeak. 
But yet Heav'n fee? ray Innocence j and know 
Thaclam pioud this Shame to undergo. 

Believe 
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Believe fnc> her intended Raviftier 

Appearing fo, I take the Guilt from Her. 

Their falfe Impeachments do this comfort bringi 

That I may wear that Cloud would (hade a Ktng. 

King. His kind foft Words do but confirm tli' Offence, 

Men are nere lofers for their Breaths expencc : 

But ftiU fpeak kindefl when their Falls are near> 

Not out of Gcnerofity , but Fear. 

It is enough She witnefs'd his Offence ^ 

Her Virtue fcorns toaccufe Innocence. 

And fince her Blood does run within my Veins 

By ' in(lin£t I know (he all that's bafe difdains. 

But if I want more Proofs to make it o\iz. 

His Murder and his Wound removes the doubt. 

Mitlj Hamety for this Guilt our Prophets Breath 

Has in his facred Laws pronounced your Death. 

^M. His Death ! Q Snrprlzcd^ 

But hold ! The King will then my Cheat defcry, 

I wifli His Death who tamely fee him dye. [ dfidi^ 

O cruel Sir 5 that killing Breath recall: l/p/A^ AV>2» 

Our holy Piophet dares not fee him fall, 

I'm fure, had he My Eyes. Heav'n cannot fee 
Such Courage bear fo hardi a Dedinie. 
The Pow'rs above would (lirink at what he felt : 
His Death to Tears their Chryftal Orb would melt. 

But 

If You muft a€l what Mercy can t prevent, 

Inflift inflift fome milder Puni(hment. 

Ki^g. His Deeds and Service in Morocco s Caufc 
May mitigate the rigour of our Laws. 
His Army then I to your chaige commend , 
Her Honours Guardian, and our Loyal Friend. \^to Ciimalha::. 
Here bind the Traytor, and convey him ftrait \tQ the Guard:. 
To Prifon, tiiere to linger out his Fate : 
Till his hard Lodging and his (lender Food 
Allay the Fury of his Luftful Blooc^. [fiuards bind Muly 1 lam. 

/>. Moth. 
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o^ M. Think what Imprclfion on^tny Breaft 'twill makf) 
To tec his Hands wear Ferrers for my fake* 

Mtih //. Madam, be fcrious, tdl me bow fo foal 
A Trealbn gain'd admiflion to your Soul. 

^A/. My Soul! DullMan,whathasmySoultodo 
la lucli mean Aifls as ray betraying You / 
> Murder and Treafon — — 
Without the help of Souls, when I thiflk good. 



l9i Vfhsffcr 
tettPten 
Mu!y Ha- 



Such toys I ads ^^ 1'^^ ^"t Flefli and Blood. [met and 

Mu. H. Let net too high your Scorn of Juftice fwell: ^rr^i 
Know, Madam on fuch Crimes there waits a Hell. Mother. 

S^M. Hell ! NO3 of that I fcorn to be afraid : 
I'le lend fuch throngs to the infernal (hade , 
Betray^ and kill, and damn tottiat degree, 
I le crowd up Hell, till there's no Room for Me. J 

King. Here, to the Tower that guarded Prisoner fend : 
tlis faither Doom from my Commands attend. 

Mttl) H. I for my former ftate 
My Homage to your Royal Father paid. 
And Monarchs may deftroy what Monarchs made : 
for Subje^fts Glor.es are but borrowed things. 
Raised by the favourable Smiles of Kings: 
And at their Authors Pleafures fhould retire. 
And when their Breath renounces *em expire. 
Should I the Sentence of my Sovereign blame, 
I (hould be guiltier than They fay I am. 
But though your Frowns declare my Fetters juft, 
Look to what dang'rous Hand your Pow'r you truft. 
Monarchs do nothing ill, unlefs when they 
By their own A(fts of Grace their Lives betray. 
WherfFaVour^ tliey too genVoufly afford , 
And in a Treacherous Hand mifplace their Sword, 
Their Bounties in their Ruineare employed : 
Kings only by their Vertues are deftroy'd. 

King. Your Counfels weakly do my Ears attrad j 
You ill fX'Jch Virtue which you cannot ztt 

Live 
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Xlire then) till time this fenfe of Horrour bringS; 
What Vis to rmih Queens, and fn jure Kings. 

Excfffft King dnd Muly Hamet feversBj } Muly Hamet i«d 

pnikjtheGuirds. 
^M. You fee the Fates do their Allegiance know , 
And to my powerful Breath their Conduct ow» 

*Tis pity Monarchs are fo fcarce 

Such genVous, eafle, kind, good* natured things ^ 
That one feign'd Tear can rule the Faith of Kings. 

Crfm. So bravely, Madam^ your De(ign fucceeds^* 
As if {he Faces were ValTalsto your De^s. 
That Politician who to Empire climbs, 
With Virtues Drefs (liould beautitie his Crimes* 
Our guilded Tieafon thus like Coral feems ^ 
Which appeals Black within its native Streams : 
But when Difclos'd it fees the open Air $ 
It changes Colour, and looks Frefli and Fair. Z^xeunt^ 

Scene the fecond, the Scene a Prifon. 

The Scene cfens , Muly Hamet affeirs bnnd. 

Afuly H. Difrob'd of all at once / what turns more ftrange 
Can Ages, if an Hour can make fuch Change i 

Enter to him Mariamne, tphh $ne Atftndant , from w^ott^ 
Jhetdl^cs d Sword ^ dnd tiLXAttenddnt. 
Kind Mdridmne ! 

Mdr. Yes, Falfe Man, the fame, 
Till your bold Luft had forfeited that Name* 
The Daughters eade Breaft would ill confer 
, A Kindnefs on her Mothers Ravifher. 

liuly H. Can Mdridmne think me guilty too f 
More than my Cha'ms have done your Frowns will do : 
Mdridmnt's Eyes out-vie her Brothers Pow'r. 
I oeVe was miferable till this hour. 

£ Mdr. 
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Mar. Onjgiatefol ! [s yoar Sonl fo moch dcficed f 
Have I fo ill a too food Heart mifplaccd i 
My Rival Mother does my Right remove : 
And in affront to my f ejected Love 
YourScovn to Me you in her Shame make good, 
Forcing her Virtue to prophane my Blood. 
Bur, pcrjur'd Man, though you deferve fo ill. 
Yet you (hall find me liirUmne ftilL 
To my pad Favours I will add one more. 
Thus I your Freedom, and yoqr Sword reftore. 

^Unbinds him^ Md gives him tht Sw§rd. 
Live, and in fafety go, and fly that Fate 
Which does th" unhAffj 2ii$lj Hamct wait. 

M»ly H. My Sword and Liberty reftor'd by You , 
To one ungrateful, falfc andperjur'd too! 
Ah, Madam, if your Mercy can confer 
.Such Bounty on a condemned Ravidier j 
What nobler Favours would your Smiles difpence, 
UMdridmnc knew my Innocence f 

Mar. Sir, you miftake my Favours : I liave lent 
Your Freedom only as your Banilbment: 
That being released, you might Morocco fly. 
Removed at once both from my Heart and Eye. 

For (hould he ftay 

Something like Pity in his caufe would plead. 

Till my taint Anger weft in Triumph led. I afide. 

Some Rebel Thought my ill-fenc d Heart would win, I 

And treacheroufly once more let him in. J 

G05 Ravillier, take youroflcr'd Liberty: 

And to fomc barbarous, unknown Defart flv, 

Where Men have nought but Shape that's humane 5 there. 

Where Virtue looks more ill than Monftershere. 

Convcrfe with wild and luflFul Savages : 

Live, cIik! inhabit any Seat •— but 1 his. {^Points to her Breafi. 

Mtily 11^ Divine, but c: uel Prince's, to whom Heav n 
Has all \r^^ Titles but its Knowlcdg giv'p^ 

Elfe 
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Elfe, like their Pow'rs^ you could not want a Sence 
Of Jdulj Hamcts injured Innocence. ^^ 

Can Murders, Rape^^ or any barbarous Deedf . 
Madam, from your Adorers Thoughts proceed f 
No , Hells Commiffion does not reach fo far. 
To touch his Heart, which does your Image wear. 

liar. Ah, were this true ! 

MhIjH. Witnefs the facred PowVs, 
If ought of truth be in a Heart that's yours. 
Then Cnmalhaz is falfe. ^ Your Mother too, 
^f ouglit that's ill can be allied to you ) 
Has fpoke what Mttlj Hjmet durft not think. 
Acbmat liis Death, and Cnmalhaz his Wound, 
Not from My Sword, but urom Their.Dagget fouftd. 
The Eunuchs BlooJ by their own Hand was fpilt ^ 
To work my Ruine, and conceal their Guilt. 

Mar. A gen-e Calm my Anger does aflfwage. 
Creeps cooly re my Heart, and chils my Rage. 
Some ftrange Divine Intelligence is ftole 
Into my B:eaft,and whifpers to my Soul, 
Unkind, Sufpicious, Cruel, and Unjuft ; 
That Virtue Love had taught him you may truft. 

Muly //. Were I that Savage Raviiher I fcem, 
I ftill miglit father this imputed Crime : 
This Prilon, and Our private Interview, 
Giving me pow'r t' Attempt that force on You. 
How dare you then ray Out-law'd Virtue truft. 
And lend that freedom which would arm that Luft f 
But did you know how clear my Soul does fliine, 
Unclouded, and ftill puie enough, t'enflirine 
Such a Divinity as yours, you'd free 
Your felf fiom Doubts, as you from Chains did Mee. 
Your Mothers Eyes cannot your Right remove : 
To picve the power of M^rumncs Love, 
Madam, myproftcfd freedom I refufe: 
i-Iying Morocco^ I vour fight iliould lofe 5 

E 2 And 
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And 'father than be banifl^'c from diofe Eyes, 
I can all thoi^hts of Ubezty defjNle : 
For 1 in Fetters may your Grace unjfiotc, . 
And make yoor Pity grant one Viut'more. , 
If not joor Love, vet jroar C<Mnpa^Goa may 
Once more, at leaft, gi»de yoor kind fieps mis way.j 
Gaining your fi^, I can my Chains oot'brave, * 
The Brother's prifoner, boc me Sifter's (lave. 

Mmt, Enough, brave Prince j My Jealoufie forgive : 
Virtue ne're dies, ^ere fo much Love does live. 
Heaven cannot but, like Me, think it unjuft. 
That To much Virtue (hould in fetters raft. 
But fince oi injur'd Innocence Heav'a dares 
fie a fpe^Utorv lie correft the Star's. 
Ilwill redrefs tbofe Wrongs 
Which their tame patience lets you fufler. Take 
Once more your Freedom for your Princefs fake* 
Fly thefe infeAed Walls, thir barb'rous Town, 
Where Virtue mourns under a Tyrants fromi. 
ElefOre, my Rage your Freedom did Command : 
But now accept it (torn a gentler Hand. 
Kindnefs and Cruelty one doom decree : 
None ever Punifh, and Reward like Me. 
Mtly H, And muft I from my Princefs prefence Ay i 

Jkfdr, No, ftay. 

J4»ljH, Kind Stars! 

Mav' Yes, in my Memory. 
Alrfent you (hall i» my Remembrance reigne. 
rie to your Im^ge dedicate this ihrine. {^FoiHUt^herBregfii^ 

Enter Kifi^i And young ^ecff, Tp tie Door* 

MhIj H. Madam^ your Brother, when he hears my Swoid, 
And Liberty is by your Hand reftor'd, 



May grow incens'd to fuch a high degree, 

To make Yoq fture tliofe Frowns which threatned Me, 



And 
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And are my tboaehcs fo low, to make yoa run 
ThoTe Dangers which I by my flight (hall (hun i 

Mmr. Requeft does with a Miftrefs pow'r ill fuite, 
iT) I Command that freedom you difpute. 
And9 if his ftubbom Faith to a juft thought 
Of your wro^'d Innocence cannot be wrought : 
If his rafti pamon natures bonds (hould quit, 
And make him both mySex> and Birth forget $ 
Remember that you wear a Sword, and yoa 
As you're my Servant^ be my Channpion too# 

I.nur u thtm tlng^ Toung SjL^en, SU^othtr^ Crimalliaz^ Harnett 

alhaz dnd Attendants. 

King. His Sword, and freedom by her hand retrived ! 
Surely' my Eyes and Eats are both deceived. 
How ! Rebel, dare you with things Sacred fporc, 
Ravifli tnc Mother, and the Daughter Court 1 C*^ Muly H^ 
Have You your Birth no better underftood, Q/^ Mariamnet 

Than to be Traytor to your own high Blood 1 
Since Prifons no reftraint o\e Luft can have. 
Why did I not confine him to a Grave i 

MuljH. 'Tis not long fince your Bounty did defigne 
Not only This, but th'Hand that gave it, mine. 

King. When I dcfign'd That, I defiga'd She IhouV. 
Be in a Palace, not a Prifon, woo'd ^ 
Not circled in a Chain, but in a Crown ; 
Sir, You miftake a Dungeon fcJr a Throne. 

^Jl/* Remember, if your Memory can prove .^ 

So jttft, t'unravel your own Scenes of Love. 
Unlefs bleft Lovers, whofe defires are Crovvn'd, 
Mounting fo high, forget their lifing ground. 
Thefe Prifon* walls have Eccho'd to your SighS; 
Confcious as well of your Amours, cs His. 
No fetters can Lov's lawlefs powV fupprcfs : 
Yqu too have been a Lover in his drefr. 

Some 
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Some Pity then ftiould to their Loves be fliown, . 
For their fo near lefemblance of your owm 
She can forgive h!s Fauhs, why cannot You i 
If Love can Paidon, why not Honour too i 

Mdr. Knew you his Innocence, you would approve 
Both his juft Liberty, and my juft Love. 
13ut, Sir, you know, I'm Sifter to a King: 
And in that Name I dare do any thing ^ 
Make where I pleafe my Heart an Offering. 
Tortures, nor Chains, lliall not my Love rebate: 
lie ibare his Breaft, though I (liould ihare his Fate. 

Kirsj^. Sifter, your noble Pride has made me kind : 
lie give him that Reward which You defign'd. 
Your Courteous hand his Freedom did reftore ^ 
And rie repeat what you pronounce before: 
Be gpne, and never fee Morocco more. 
At the next mornings light, if the Suns Eye 
Find you within the City-gates^ you Dye. 
And the Tenth day you lole your Head, if found 
Within the Circuit of my Empires bound. 

Aiuly H. Now I am loft, and all my Hopes diipers!t. 
This Monfters villany has done its worft. \jo Crimalhaz. 

Inhumane, to your Confcious Soul recall— —- 
Crim. The Tortures which it feels to lee You falK 
Mtd) H. No, Traytor. 
Crim. Traytor, Yes Sir, I fliould be 
Traytor to Rca'bn and F^umanity, 
Should I not grieve for You. 

Mulj H. Oh cunn'ng Ignorance ! 
Thefe Traytors walk Lke mad-men in a Trance : 
Seem not to underftanJ the Crimes they Aft. 
But A om what fprings,do You your Tears extraft I [^aJsJe^io^.M. 

o^^f. From fprings fo deep ihal! fink Thee down to Hell', 
I (hed my Teais as Rain in £g^y/>/ falls. 
Sent for no comnrm caufe, but to foretell lafs.ic to him. 

Deft: unions, Ruins, Plagues, and I-unerals. 

I 



The Ewprcff of Morocco^ 51 

I nc're draw Tears, but whenthofe Tears draw BlooJ. 

Khg. My Juftice in fufpence too long has ftood. 

^A/t How, Juftice^ no, your Cruelty. How can 
So harili a Doom againft fo Brave a man 
Be Juftice i View that Brow, that Ch:irming Eye : 
See there the Grace and Meen of Majefty. 
Can you to Exile then that Man enjoyne, 
Whofe Soul muft, like his Afpeifl, be Divine i 
Oh Son ! lWeeps.2 

King. His Sentence \^ already part ; 
And now her Kindnefs does his Ru'ne haft. 
Be gone, and fly to fome infe(fled Aire, 
Where Poyfons brood, where men derive their Crime?, 
Their Lufts, their Rapes, and Murthers, fion their Climes: 
And all the Venome which their Soils do wanr, 
May the Contagion of your Prefence grant, ' 

Mulj H. I muft obey you, and embrace my Doom 
With the fame patience Saints do Martyrdom. 
Only their Suffering's a Reward receive ^ 
They Die to meet that Happincfs I leave : 
They Die, that in their deaths they Heaven may find 
But in mv Princef?, IkaveMine behind. 
And my hard Exile does this Horrour bring, 
I lofe tne power toVerve fo good a King: 
So Good, that 'twould as great a lilifs confer 
To Die for You, as *cis to Live for Her. 
Since in your Kingdoms limits I'm deni'de 
A feat, may your great Empire fpiead fo wide. 
Till its vaft largeneis does Reverfe my doom 5 - 
And for my Banifhment the World wants room. 

Km^. rie hear no more. But Rt this Audience kaow ^ 
How much you to my gracious Favour owe. 
His Mercy s great, whole Patience is fo ftrong. 
To give a Traytor leave to Talk thus Ion::. 

r E.\€U/,t A//^^5 *indi$Hrtg J^^c^/, 
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Mar. Farcwel for ever. When vouVe gone, and all 
HATumnt ever Lov'd, or ever (halL— — - 
She feesjio morej Yet by defpair madejaft. 
Let not our Hearts take leave, though our Eyes mtfft* 
Though you dirough wild and favage Defarts go, 
,No place lb barren, but where Love may grow. 

Mnl'j H. When to your ears fome gentle breath (hallbrifig 
The lad Remains of a loft wretched thing, 
That lived as long as he could gaze on You i 
And (hined, till thai infplring L^ght withdrew. 
If Fame vouchfafe words on a wretch fo poor j 
• when you (lull hear I was, but am no mores 
In my L^ft feat let my Remembrance ftay : 
Give my Name lift?, mough Grief take Mine away. 

[ Exeunt Mttly Hamet iiv^Mariamne fever it j. 

Crim. Tate and our Wiflies meet. 

Si^M. ms Exile is not all: 
'Our Treafons are not fafe but in his Fall. 
He Lives, thougli he be Banilh't ? and the Great 
Are never fully Dark ned, till they Set ; 
This Cloud may pafs, and He fliine out once more j 
But from your hand tJiis favour I implore : 
Pui fue him out of Town> and in difguife {^to Hametal^ 

With fome diffembling .Tale his Ears furprifC) 
Till your Confederate-Party has gain'd time 
> To place an Ambufcade, and Murder hiak 

HifHct. Conclude it done. 

S^M. And your next ftep t'a Throne [to Crimalhaz. 

Muft be, dear Sir, the Murtner of my Son* 

Crim. His Palace 

And tlie kind City's love's fo ftrong a Guard, 
Th'Attempt within. thefe Walls appears too hard. 

^M. But what that Bars, this Eafier way fecures : 
His Army, and his Treafu res Charge, areyourS4 
To Morrow on theJPlam before the Wall, 
.His Forces you t'a general-muftcr Call* 

Thea 
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Then their Commander You (hall in their Head 
His Army to the Mountain Atlas lead : 
And to fecure your Flight, to night by Stealth 
Kanfack his Treaiury, leize all his Wealth. 
At firft Alarm, this will his Courage damp: . 
But by fuch Arts, I his Kefolves will Tway? 
rie work him from the Town up to the Camp, 
And fafe into your Hands his Life betray. 
But when Your Throne I on His Grave have built, 
Remember Love was Authour of my Guilt 

Crim. This work, which we fo roughly do begin, 
Zeal and Religion may perhaps call Sin. 
No ) the more Barb'rous garb bur Deeds aflume, 
We nearer to our Firft perfeAion come. 
Since Nature firft made Man wild, favage, ftrong. 
And his Blood hot, then when the world was Young : 
If Infant- times fuch Rifing- valours bore. 
Why fliould not Riper Ages now do more f 
But whilft our Souls wax Tame, and Spirits Cold, 
We Only (liow th'unadlive World grows Old. z- ^- - 

[^Exeuftt Crimalhar, a fid t^ng ^etn. 

liamet. M»lj Hamet Bleeds the next. 
To him, who Climbs by Blood, no track feems Haid : 
The SciKe of Crimes is loft in the Rewaid: 
Afpirers neitlier Guilt nor Danger Dread : 
No path fo rough Ambition dares not Tread. i£Mit. 

Fiuk ASim Tcrtii. 



Ad the Fourth, Scene the Firft. 



Cirffr King Attended. 

^iff.Z' TJOw! CnmdUjdz up to the Mountains fled, 

-t^* And with him the Morocco forces led. 
Ob Rebel J r j^iord. 
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1. L$rd. Sir, he only docs porfiic 

That Treafon whidi you lent him Pow'r to do? 

He was your Tceafurer, and has made bold 

To be too ftridt a Guardian of your Gold. 

All your Crown-Jewels, and your heaps of Wealth, 

He in the Night conve/d away by Stealth. 

And now- — 

Encamped on Atlas skirts, he by your Gold 

Has Rais'd new Forces, and Confirmed the Old. 

With that he Bribes your Army to his Caufe i 

And after him new Trains of Rebells draws. 

King. Oh Prophane Gold, which from infeftious Earth, 
From Sulphurous and Contagious Mines takes Birth. 
It grew from Poyfons, and lus left behind 
Its native Venome to infe^k Mankind. 
Rapes, Murders, Treafons, what has Gold not Don t 
If it has ever any Glory won. 
Given to Reward a Virtue, or decreed 
T*a Pious ufe, or Charitable deed $ 
That Sacred Powr's but borrowed, which it bears, 
Let from their Royal Images it wears. 

Enter ^lueen Mother. 

2. Lord. I am afraid his Thoughts fly High, his Drean^-s 
Have little lefs than Empires for their Theams. 

Kin^. On what 111 fubjcifls I my Favours caft i 
Him high in Pow'r, and Honours I have plac'd. 
Kings Bounties ^Ct like the Suns Courteous fmiles, 
Whofe raves produce kind Flowers on fruitful Soyles : 
But caft on barren Sands, and bafer Earrh, 
Duly breed Poyfons, and give Monftcrs Birth. 

1. Lord. Let not too far your Tears your Peace moleft: 
l\*ilups you Ve mif- interpreted his Breaft. 
Vou know th:t CrimAlhaz his High Command 
Was forir.trly in Muh iLimets hand. 

He 
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He who forced Favours both from Fate, and Fame 5 
Made War a Sport, and Conqueft but a Game. 
And therefore he, perhaps, to Ad fome Deed 
Which Afulj Hametsgloiy may exceed. 
Has for his Miftrefs from the common Rout 
Of the worlds beauties fingled Honour out. 
And that which makes him riis Defignes difguife. 
He'll make his flight of Honour a furprize. 

King. No, he*s a Tray tor, and he'tt ufe my PoWr 
N^t to Promote, but to Ufurp my Crown. 
Pow'r fwoln too High deftroys, not guards % as fhow'rs, 
Luxurious grown, what they fliould Cherifli, drown. 
Our Swords in Loyal hands may ad great Things: 
Be both the Glory and Defence of Kings: 
But when mifplaced, thofe Arms our Ruins be : 
As Mountains bulwarks are at Land, but Rocks at Sea. 

^M. Can you Rebellion fear, or any thing 
Who are my Son, and great M^rocc0ts King? 
If he be Talfe, you can't refift your Fate : 
If True, his aim will be to guard your State. 
But grant he would fome Traytrous ad performe, 
Accept ray Counfel to divert the Storm. 
Lip to the Mountains flrait, and vi(it Him. 
Your Awful fight may check an ungrown Crime 5 
Out- face his Treafon e're his Rife begin : 
Men Bailiful are i'th' non-age of a Sin. 

King. Madam, your dauntlefs fpirit would breath fire 
To bieafts as cold as Age. I muft admire 
Your Courage : but your Innocence miftakcs. 
Your Goodnefs in my Caufe weak Tndgment makes, 
Your Thoughts can't Reach the flights which Treafon takes. 

Sl^M. You\t hit my Thoughts : Alas, I am too good, 
T:ejfon's a Thing I never underftood. 
But yet I underftand what's High and Brave. 
He (fares not. Sir, abufe that powV You gavc% 
Fo: he who fav'd my Honour, will guard yours: 
That very Argument your Life fccurcs. F 2 Then 
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Then truft to Fornme, and my Coanfel. Go 
And vifit him $ but wear no Jealoos brow : 
It makes men Falfe to be SiupeAed fo. 
rie be your Leader. 

Khg, When She leads the Way, 
Tboogh it were Death to go, 'twer« worTe to Stay^ 
Madam, Vie go. For Ti^dUtta's Armes 
In few dayes M^rch will reach MtrncMs Walls. 
If CrimaUfdst prove Falfe, at his Alarms 
MmIj LdbM by a forreiga Conq'roar falls. 
Staying, I tam<ely Periih s if I go, 
I face my Koine, and I Charge my Foe. 
It will more like an 2£k of Courage look. 
To be by Riiine met, thaa over-took. 
But at my fight perhaps he in my brow 
May fomething read which his l^gh thoughts may bowi 
Kings that want Armes, do not want Majefty. - 
Heav'n is ftill Heav'n,thoogh't lays its Thunder by. ^Exit with At- 

Sj^* Go eafy Fool, an(rDye,and when you Bleed, (teiiddnts. 
Remember I was Author of the Deed. 
T 'enlarge Fates black Records, fearch but My Soul : 
There ye Infernal Furies read a fcrowl 
Of Deeds which you want Courage to Invent $ 
Qf which Hells JLegends want a Prefident. 

Scene the Second. 

7heS(ene ifetfdy itfrejeitted dProffe^ of d clouded Sh^ mthd 
Rdin bow. After dfiower of Hdil, enter from within the Scents 
Muly Hamec dnd Abdelcador. 

Jihd Such Storms as Thefe, this Climate never knew : 
A Show'r of Hail's an Objed Ilrange and new 
I fear it does Portend fome Dire Event, 
That waits upon your Fatal Banifliment. 

Mnly H, My Country, Princeli, and my King forfook : 
Stormes to my Miferies like attendants lod(. 

Thcf« 
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Thefe Tempefts Sir, are' to ray Sotferings due: 

When my King Frowns, 'dsjuft ihac Heavn frown too; 

Bac why does my dear Confident intend 

In my Misfortunes thus to ran my Race i 

Muft I in my fad Ruine plaice my Friend f 

As Drowning men fink thofe whom they Embrace. 

Abd, Po not my friendfiiips right forbid. With You 
I've been a Conq'roor, why not Exile tog i 
Shall my Efteem grow faint, or my Zeal lefsy * 
Becaufe I view you in a Meaner drefs. 
Your outward Pomp laid by, and Honours raz^Hf 
The Saint's not lefs, although the Shrine's defac'd. 

Enter Mariamne ivith a frngS AttendAnte, 

M»lj H. Mariamne ! 

Mar. Yes. And (he who led by LoVc, 
Leaves Palaces, and does to Deurts Rove* 
Wing'd by that zeal united Souls do beare 
Thore Stars that finUe on Lovers, bropght me here* 
I for Your fake my wandring fteps engage : 
Devotion is the rife of Pilgrimage, 

JduljH. Can Love in Hearts Rich deep impreffions make.. 
That you can for your Wretched Vaflals fake 
Leave Courts, Pomp, Greatnefs, and all fplendcd things 'f 

Mar. Sir, 'tis the fame with Lovers, as with Kings. 
Thus, if a Kinc (hould with his Train re(ort 
To a poor Ceff, he makes that Cell a Court. 
Oh Sir, the moft Illuftrious Queen on Earth, \\ 

Would quit the Pageantry of Ciowns and Birth: 
And in exchange Mariamnes Exile choofe. 
Could (he but Love as Mariamne does. 

Mulj H. Oh my kind Piincefs^ King and Court fare;vcl : 
Where painted Honours, & feigned Glories dwell: 
Lovers when hippy ma.!e, have Souls tlut fcorn 
Thofe guikled wreaths wliich fwell;ng brows Adorn, 
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Mir. MdTtimM, \as this glory oa her fide^ 
That kiBdncTs yot^call Ldve, | caU my Pride# 
For of my Cionftancy— — — 
Any lefs tryal I diMain to make . 
Then (liew I fcorn an Empire for your fake: 
And whofoe'ie does my raih Kigbc coodettin. 
The nieanefs of their Cenfures I comemn. 
None of my A(ftk)ns can fit Judges be. 
But they whoVe foul enough to Love like Me. 
Lovers alone Loves caufes can decide, . 
As NoWes only by their Peers are Try'd. 

Untcr to /^r^ Hametalhaz difgnls'd m tie Hdiit ofd Priejty with 

Villains in the fdmc Drefs. 

m 

ffdM. Sir, our great Prophet has pronounc't yoar Fate, 
Your Love is doom'd to be Unfortunate, 

^fflj H. No Sir, 'tis Falfe, thoii doeft belye his Name : 
Our Prophet is a Lover as I am. 

Udm. Your Miftrefs too muft your Misfortune find. 

MhI) h. To her our Prophet cannot be unkind. 
She is a Princefs. 

HdfH. No Titles his eternal will confute. 

Mulj H. She is a Woman, and he fcorns to do'r« 

Did not thy Gaib proteift thee Mdhomct 

To wrong her Sex his greatnefs would forget. 

Hdm. No Sex is from ill defliny debar'd. 

Mulj H. She is a Beauty, and that Name's her guard. 
Good fates as due fliould oe to Beauty given: 
Beauty which decks our Earth, and props his Heav'n. 
When Heav*n to Beauty is propitious. 
It payes thofe Favours it but lends to Us. 

Ham. Oh, do not Sir, their Oracles decry. 
With patience hear the Language of the Sky. 
Hcav*n wlicn on Earth fome Change it does fore-fliew. 
Does write Above what we muft read below. 

This 
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This Morning, as onr Eyes we upward caft. 
The defart Regions of tne Air lay Waft, 
Bat ftiaic, as if it had fome Penance bore> 
A mourning Garb of diick black Goulds it wore. 

But on the Sudden 

Some aery Demon chang'd its form, and now- 
That which Icok't black Above look'd white below. 
The Clouds dilhevel'd from their crufted Locks, 
Something like Gems coin'd out of Chryftal Rocks. 
The Ground was with this ftrange bright Iffue fpreadj 
As if Heav*n in affront to Nature had 
Defigtfd fome new- found Tillage of its own 5 
And on the Earth thefe unknown Seeds had fo\vn« 
Of thefe I reacht a Grain, which to my fence 
AppeaiM as cool as Virgin-innocence : 
And like that too (which chiefly I admir'd) 
Its raviflit Whitencfs with a Touch expired. 
At the approach of Heat, this candid Rain 
Diflolv'd to its firft Element again, 

Mulj H. Though lliow'rs of Hail Morocco never fee, 
Dull Prieft, what does all this Portend to me i 

Ham. It does Portend AInlj. What? 

Ham. That the Fates defigne 

Mulj. To tire me with Impertinence Uke thine. 

Here a Comfanj of Villains in Atnhujh from behind the Scenes dif- 
charge their Gt$ns at MulyHamet, at which Muly ^^m^tjlarting 
and turnings Hamettalhaz from under his tflejls habit dram a 
Sword^andpaffes at M\x\yli.wh/ch pafs is intercepted bj Abdelca- 
der. They engage in a very fierce F}ght^%vhich the nffains^ xvl.o alfs 
draw andaffljl Hametalhaz^iW^^ of fever al ways Fighting ; lif- 
ter the dif charge of other Guns hejrdfrom within^ and the Chjh- 
ing of Swords, Enter itg.xin Mul/ Hamet, driving in fome of the 

formtr FiUainSj ivhich he Kills. 
Mul) H. Dye vSlpv^-s. r.ad niay this ciefait raife a broo-i 

Of unknown Monil. 3 rrom y:\:r vcncm'd KlcoJ. 

Mv 
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My Pilncefs gone. Fortune and Juflicc arc : /. ' 

Suie not fo Blind, but they of her took Care# . 

Efitcr Abdclcader. 
' Abd. Your Princefs Sir, is from your Armes divorced, 
In her own Chariot to Morocco forced. 
MhIjH. rie fetch, her back, thouglv 

Ahd. Hold ! With their fair prizeithey Ve took fo quick a flight, 
That vShe is now beyond your reach and fight : 
And the chief Leader of thofe Villains, was 
The Old Queens Confident, Hamtalbdz^ 
And all the Story which the Slave did frame, 
Was only to gain time to take his aim. 
They chofe that Garb as what might beft prevail. 
To gain your Patience, and their Swoids Conceal : 
But miffing of your Blood, your brave Efcape 
Changed his intended Murder to a Rape* 

Muly H. Hell and Damnation, thefc curft Traytors feize* 
But why aoainft fuch BarbVous Savages 
Do I in vain thefe ufelefs Curfes name ^ 
Thev are fuch Brutes, that they want Souls to damned 
No gainft my felf I iliould my Curfes bend. 
Coward fo ill my Princefs to defend. 

Ahd. Oh Sir, do not profane your ConqVing Sword, 
Their Numbers were too great to be o'rc-powr'd. 

Mnlj H. How, Numbers ! AbdelcAcier^ you miftake 5 
No Sir, where Love and Beauty is at flake, 
True Lovers of their Swords fliould make fuch life, 
As angry Heav*n%fThreatning Earth-quakes does; 
To fliake whoJe Kingdoms, make proud Cities fall. 
Not to o're-throw one fingle Criminal. 
Had they been Thoufaods more, and each man there. 
More Feirce than Luft, more Valiant than Defpair, 
I (hould have Fousht till I my Princefs freed. 
Though I had waoed through the Blood I flied. 

Abd. Sir, the laft words ibe fpake that reachc my Ear, 
^Vere, that llie did your palfions Raihnefs fear : 

And 
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And therefore from me txd yoo ooderftand, 
Tis yoor kind liMriimua laft Command s 
YoD ne*re flioald fee Mtnce* more, left there 
You (hoald endanger what (he prized too dear. 

NmIj. H, And am I baniflit by my Pfincefs too i , 
Fates ye have done all th' ill your Powers conld do } 
Great Minds the pride of Prodigals have Learn'd, 
At lofs of Pow'r or Crowns are onconcern'd ) 
But when they're Mifers, 'tis in Love alone. 
Then their Hearts rend to fee their Treafure gon. 
Condemn'd never to fee Mwtca more ! 
Thus am I doom'd to quit all I Adore .* 
As prophane Sinners are from Altars driven, 
BanUh'd the Temple to be baniiht Heaven. 
Morrour and Toitures now my Jaylours be. 
Who paints Damnation needs but Copy me s 
For if Mankind the pains of Hell e're knew, 
T'iswhen they lofe a Miftrefs as I do. \_hx(H>it% 

Scene the Third, the Scene a Tent. 

Enttr $uttn Utthtr snd l^nng Sjiff* 

^een, M. No more, dear Madam, Crimslhz diftruft. 
The Emperour has found him kind, and jnft. 
His Entertainments, and his Oaths have prov'd , 
He has not from the paths <Sf Honour mov'd. 
And to appear excravasantly great. 
He makes a fplendid Mask his this nights Treat. 

r. ^een, I've been an A^or in (uch Comick Sport> 
When in my Father Taffaletta's Court. 
He took delight i'th' reprefented Spoyls 
Of Cyrujy Cefar and t^^edt Toyles. 

^ee/f, M. Has Marriage and a Crown fo chang'd your Will, 
You could not z€t your youthful Paftimes flill < 
Could you your Greatntts for one Night perfwade 
To lay by Majefty for Marqueiadc ". 

G T '?jfje» 
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r. ^^vn. I never yet did iny thing fo ill 
I ouglu to leave, or good that is not (till : 
I feem inconftant if you think me Proud ^ 
Inconflancy the guile of th' untaught Crowd. 
Madam, 1 dare do any thing, to (how 
T' a Throne I change of Places not Paflionsowe. 

S^Mothcr. Ican*t fufpeft a goodnefs fo Divine. 
Well Madam, fince you fancy die Defigne, 
For your Diver Hon, and your Kings, Il'e ask 
This Boon, that you'd in perfon erace the Mask* 
What Character and Part you (hall prefent. 
We will confult of farther in my Tent. ^Exeunt. 

Enter King And Hdmetdlhds. {^Sctnt c$f tinges. 

King. Murdered this Night and fleeping did you fay i > 

Hdmct. Yes, if for your efcape Heaven finds no way. 

King. My Entertainments nnce my beiig here. 
All fliows of Loyalty and Friendlhip beare. 
But dees he in that Garb his guilt Dilguife 
To take my Life, by fuch a bafe Surprize i 
I Hamet. GooJnefs may in Mens very Looks be Trackt ; 
Put T'.aytois rarely look hke what they Aft: 
Nor is this Treafon Crimalbaz firft Crime: 
Your i\ithe:s Bloud was facrific'd by Him. 

A';;;^. By Crimalhdz my Royal Fatfler Kiird ? 

iLimet. That Poyf^n which your Father drank. He fill'd. 

Kr.i ^ Poy fon'd 1 How was this Murder hid till now. 
And i»y \;hat arts was it difdofed by You -r 

Enter £tttcen Mother. 

.C2j -V. Th/t were too long to tell : th unhappy Son 
Tlis N:;i;!.c too muft the racliers Fortune run. 
A'/A';;. i> r!ieie no Policy^ nor Ait that nay 
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^ M. Yes IVe fouad the Way. * * . ^ 

Accept my Councel, to preferve my Son, 
ric fave your Life, 'your Emprcfs, and your Throne. 

Kwg. But how-f 

^ M. To you this Night he docs a Mask prcfcnt, 
A Imiling Prologue to his black intent. 
And the intrigue of this Dramatique fport, 
Is Orpheus his defcent to Phues Court. 
To fetch Furidicc from th' infernal (hade ^ • 
On this Foundation IVe this Stiuflure lay'd* 
I have in your Name givep out — — 
To fliun the trouble' of the formal State, 
Which does ppon your Royal Perfon waite ^ 
That this nights Plcafure may be freer made 
Your Self and Train will be in Mafquerade, 
Yoar Peath being not defignd before youfleep> 
Till then you thus will undifcover'd keep, 
And thatyour flight may be more fafe and ft ce, 
Ycur Selr, and your fair Queen (hall Mufquers b^ : 
You (hall aft Orfhcus^ flic Fnridice. 
When by the Ma?ks defign by Hells Command, 
Furtdicc is given to Orpheus Hand, 
You the laft entry fliall his Shape aflume. 
And in dumb fliow enter in Orpheus Roome. 
Her then you fliall lead ctat, and in that Shape 
Pafs through the Guards, and to the Town Efcape. 

Ham. The Watclies Orders are not ftrift,' you may 
Without diftuibance at all houres find way. 

^M. And that he may not mifs you till you^ie gon 
Beyond his Reach, I, when the Mask is cone, 
Will keep the Revels up, till you're fecur'd 
From his fliai p Malice, and his fliarper Sword* 

King. Bravely contrived. 

SU^* The Maskers, whoalrency are deilgad 
To aft thofe Parts, ere Mine: and them lie bind 
Tofilence : That this fafcly mny be wrought. 
She fliall to Mine, You to his Tent be broush:^ C^ Thw 
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They muft be kepc afandcr (or our work. [^Ml 

Hamet, How many Devils in one Woman lurk I L^fi^^ 

King. Madam in vain vour Pity bids me Flyi 
I am in duty bound to my and Die $ 
Knowing how ill your Kindnefs hee'l requite. 
If he ihould find you Author of my Flight. 

^ M. Leave that to Providence : but grant he iboa'd— • 
He would not fure attempt a Womans Blood* 
Ac lead when he confiders how t* was don, 
A Mothers Piety to favc a Son. 

Hdmeti rie lead you where you may all eyes efcapeV 
Aud privately put on this borrowed iliape» 

^ M. But in diiguife fee noione word you fay. 
Lead fpeaking you the Emp'rours Voice betray. 

Sfiter Twng ^Hfen. 

Your Emprefs hereof Imuft inftru6l her too* 

Kin^. I by our Loves conjure you to purfue. 
What ner kind Counfel orders to be don 5 C'^ *^* 3^* Sji^^^^ 

To fave your Self^a Husband^and a Crown. {^Exit K.& Hametal. 

T. ^ What Task is that fo ftridly he enjoyns i 

S^M. This Night the Traytour Crimalhaz defigns 
To RaviTh You •, and when that fad is don^ 
To kill your Husband and poflefs his Throne. 

r. J2^ Oh my Amazement ! 

^M. Being ihform'd what Pat 
You z^y by his accurfed Luft enraged. 
He w*th the Masker fubt'ly has engaged. 
His Ihape in the lad entry to aflume. 
And feize you in the fuppos'd Orfhcus room* 
Then will he rudely fnatch you from the place, 
And bafely force You to his foul Embrace. 
An.! at that inftant, Your dear Lord (hall Bleed 
By Murderers appointed for the Deed. 
V/hl'ft with tlie noyfe of Drums, and Trumpets found, 
Y jur Out CI yesj and liis Dying Groans :re drown d. r. O. 
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r. ^ bhamane Monfter ! fuch a bloody VaSt 
Ko mortal fare can Think, mnch lefs dares ASt, 

S^M^ 'Tisbac toonne: Bucfince • — 
No other force this Treafon can withiland f 
It is Your Hosband, and your Kings command, 
When the bold Ra vifher feizes You, to take 
This brave refolve for your &ir Vermes fake % 
, Where both your Honour, and his life's at (lake-. 
*In your Defence t' z€t your own Champions part> 
With your drawn Dagger ftab him to the Heart. 

r.^ Could Fate 

This Office on no hand but mine confer i 
A Qgeen, a Traytours Executioner. 

^M, You have no leifure to difpote the deed : 
Yon n>uft refolve with Courage, and with fpeed. 

r. ^ rie do't. And thou^ it misbecomes my Hand $ 
Yet at my Vertues, and my Kings command. 
Through all my Veins I feel a manly heat .* 
And this Heroick a^ looks brave and Great. 
Methinks I hear loud Fame already fing, 
She nobly faved her Honour , and her King* 

^A/. Fame in this Deed our Sex will higher prize. 
Proving our Arms yi^orious, as our Eyes. 

r. gh Yes Raviftier, meet your intended Prey 5 
Meet lier, but meet your Death too way. 

To (hike my Dagger home 

Love and Obedience (hall that ftrength fupply. 

Which Nature does t' a female Arm deny. {,Exlt 

^ M, Let thofe, whom pious Confcience awes, forbear, 
AndHop at crimes becaufe they Vengeance fear. 
My deeds above their reach, and pow'r afpire : 
My Bofom holds more Rage, than all Hell Fire. [£xi> 
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The Mask, ^ . 

TiEre 5rr;»^ i^^e;>Vs *r frefctited 4 Hr/f, in ir*/V^ Pluto, Profer- 
plne, and other Womi» Sfirits Af ft Arei fedUd^ attended tj,FM' 
ries*^ the Stage ieingfiU'd on c ac 6 fidemth Ciim^lh^iz^ Hamer, 
^ Mother^ and all the Court in Mafquerade : After [oft Mnftck^ 
Enter Orpheus, 

Orpheus Sings, 
The grones of Chop and Sighs of Souls^ 
Infernal Ecchoes and the ffowles^ 
of Tortured Spirits ceafe : 
•^ A gentle Cufi 

Hds all things HuJ1)t 5 
And Hell in fpite of Vengeance is at Peace : 

Whiljl liaviflH by my warbling Strings^ 
The Vultures moult their ivings 5 
The Furjs from tbcir Heads mil fhake 

Each ufelefs Snake • 
The Scorpions loo fe their Stings^ 
And Hell it felf f§rget their Tyrant Kings. 

Pluto Sings. 
Whence Mortal does thy Courage grow%. 
To dare to take a Walk fo Lowi 

Orpheu5 Sings, . 
To Tell thee God, thou art a Ravift)er. 

No Tears nor Prayer 
Tour unreji/ted Will Controules^ 
who Commit force on Vertue^ Rapes on So»ls. 

Pluto Sings. 
Vares a weak Animal of Mortal Race, 

A front a Godi his Face ^ 
And of a Crime Impeach a Deity f 
Thy Breath has Damn'd Thee^ ibon {halt Die. 
For your Cod and Honours fakes, 
Unloofe your twifled crefls offnakes : 
Into his Breafi thofe fwift Tormentors fling, ' 

And his tor turd EnfMls Sting: j 

Profcr- 
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W 'P^^f^fpi'^c Sings. 
oh Sh^ Ms fatal Do$m recall 
Biff el your furions Anger $ 
Let not juch noble worth your Viitim fall: 
Be kind both to a Lover and 4 Stranger. 

Attendant Sings. 
oh Pardon^ Pardon what his height of Love dif covers^ 
Rage is a venial Sin in Lovers. 

Profeipine Sings. 
Then gentle Stranger teO^ 
What Fortune has befell. 
That brings a Lover down to Hell i 
Orpheus Sings. 
1 have a Miflrefs in your Spheare^ 

Forced from my Armes 
By deaths Alarm's : 
My Martfrd Saint brings me a Pilgrim here^ 
My fair Eurdice my fair Hurdice. 
Pioferpine Sings. 
Unhappy Wanderer rvhich isfhe 1 ohn-hich is (he ? 

Orpheus Sings. 
if a gentle Chfl yon he.ne^ 
Complaining to the Winds y and fishing to the Aire ; 

Breathing an unregarded Prayer : 
if she in faint and murmunn^^ Whifpers Cry^ 
0^phel:^ Orpheus, oh I Die^ 
Snatch'cl ffthi Heaven and thee ^ 
oh that is Shc. 
oh take fiie dovya to II cr cr (cud Her back to me* 

Piuto Siogs. 
Shall Levers i:ik Vr/iyers dijiurb my Fare* 
jfci'tal ri^Vr fc^uus bnftnejs here. 
Tour r-rc'cMcSt^ry p/ca.-^s in vatnc > 

C*: rcn. 

Frofcr- 
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ReUaft bj Ltvc fr»m that Eterndl cBam, 
which dtfiiif d Kings Mi CMqnerimrs e*nnrt hre/k, 

\ Plato Sings. 

iV>, fouJ MMy.n», who ctmes wtthin mj Ptver, 
From DtMth And -Hell returns no more. 

Proferplne Sings. 
// Hell's ftriff Lam have never dt'redbiny 
Let ns be kind And now begin. 
Revoke her An^rj Doom, 
That when on Barth they come $ 
Tt th' mndring World he in [oft Aires mAj teff, 
Mercy as mil as ^njliee Rules in HeU. 

Pluto Sings, 
rour hve dees with Snccefs implore : 
CenJuff Her iffy bnt infuch state. 

As fits the Court of Pate s 
Andto his Hdnd the fairefi Cue ft reft or e^ 
That Ever Landed on the Stjginn Shore. 

Proferpine Exit, and 
Reenters with the joun^ 
g^een Breft for 

Euiidice *^ 
Orpheus. 
for this pgnal Grace to the World fie declare^ 

In Heaven Earth and HeU Loves Fow'r is the Sd^ne. 
Ko Law there nor here^ no God jo Severe^ 
But Love can Repeale^ and Beauty can Tame. 

Ckorus. 
For This SignM Grace to the World rie declare. 
In Heaven &c. 

Here 
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ffere 4 DMCt is ferf$rm% 1^ fever dl mfernal Spirhty mhp dflc^nd 
from under the SUge ^ the Dance ended^ the King Offers to 
fndtch the toung S^en from the C$mfdnj^ who inftdntlj 
drdtps her Ddgger^ and Jiahs him. 3 
r. S^. Take diat Ravilhcr • IJldbs Him. ] 

.^M. Hold. 

King. By my Morends hand ! Z^^difguijing himftl/.^ 

r. ^ Mnlj Ldbds ! [Faints away, and falls into the nands 

of fomc Women ; who lun in to her AflTiftancc,] 
Z ffere dH the Mafqucrs undffguifcj dnd rnn in to the 

Kings affijljince.'] 
SU M. My Son k Td by Her hand ! 
Crim. Call my Phyfiti:ns. Bid my Guards appear. 
Thff Emperoy: Stab'd, the Qiicen his Murderer ! 
/King. Havc I for this a too fair Saint admii'd f 
And with a more than common Love infpii 'd» 
Rais"d my bold Thoughts fo high t'engrofs your Charms 5 
And bounded my Aim>itioQ in your Arms i 
And muft I die as dtpos'd Angels fell 9 
'Caufe they afpir'd, and lov d their Heav'n too well f 
My death Morend a lefs pain will be, 
T han 't:s to think I owe my death to Thee. 
Have I lefs kindnefs from youi Hands than Eyes, 
For they have givtn me gentler wounds than tlicfe f 
Your hand, 'tis true, has your Adorer Ki'Id. 
T has reacht his Heait, but not the Love it held. 
Your im^.i^c cr.nnot from my Soul retire 5 
My Lov's Immoital though my Life expire. [^K^'3 

Q Hire the Toting Qjietnbtin^ revived before the lafl words of 

the King, turncs and kneels to hm.^ 
r. ^ oh my denr Lord ! Stay gentle foul ! Oh ftay ! 
Rude Death ftand off: his life's too great a Prey I 

But Oh heVsgon. 

Hii rav.flrc Soul is mounting to the Skyes : 
But I le fend mine t'o'retake it as it llyc^. [^o^ers tofidb he/ 

feif^ bm IS detain d by Ciiim\b;\i -, *^nithc Da:^gcr 
fndtcht from her. ' f 1 r. ^. 



r. Si. Why does your cruelty my haad debarj 
From being a Tray tors Executioner i 
iioDd, Gentle, Kind, give me the Dagger back 5 
For mine— for His— For Heav*n— and Jufticefake. 
Cannot my Tears and Prayers your heait o'recome i 
If my Requeft appear too burdenfome, 
Grant but this one— that pointed Steel reftore. 
And rie not live to ask you any more. 

^ M. Oh cruel Qijcen, What has your fury done f 
That made You lofe a Husband, me a Son ^ 
This Realm a King, the World a Virtue, grown 
Too fit for Heav'n, but not to go fo foon. 

r. ^ Mother it does a much lefs wonder feem. 
That IVc^kil'd him, than that you blame the Crime* 
Was it not You that arm*d me to this guilt, 
Told me I (hould a Raviihers blood have fpilt i 
No *twas by your dcfign my Husband fell ^ 
You in this Mafque have over-a£led Hell. 

SIj M. Alas ! ihe Raves. See how her ragebegins^ 
But madnefs always udieis in great Sins. 
This is no News to that which (he has don 5 
She was diftrafted ere the Mafque begun. 
Alone I faw her in a pofture fet. 
As if ilic thought of fomething High -- and Great — 
Strait with a more than common rage inflam'd, 
Shettiov*d.-ftar'd-walk'd-ftorm'd-.r3g'd-curft— raVd & damn'd. 
With a diftorted look flie tore her hair— — 
Uniheath'd her Dagger -— and gave Wounds to th'Air — - 
Her face difcolour'd grew to a deep red, 
As if her looks prefac'd that blood (he fhed. 
Then with an infant Rage, more foft, and mild, 
She plaid with madnefs, leap'd, fung, danc'd, and fmird. 
Why did not Heav'n this Myftery unfold i -^^ 
Her frantick Rage, his Death too plain foretold* 
Had I foreknown you did this blow defign : 
To ftrike his Heart, you lliould have ptirc'd through mine.' 

1\ ^ Think you there is a God, or have a lyQ\x\. 
That on my fcoic da.c fuch falft ciimes enroulc :* 111 
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rft nbe enough that mv dear Lord I flew^ 
But muft be Ador and Defigner too f 
No, baiVrous ftepmother, 'twas you alone 
Guided that hand, that kil'd your King, and Son./ 

gl. M. Obferve how idly her wild fancies walk. 
But (he who a£ts fo ill, as ill may talk, 
who'd think a thing fo youns, fo foft, and Fair, 
Could be fo kind a H usbands Murderer t 
But fee when Heaven commands its gifts away, 
The Wits and Sences loft, the Soul may ftray. 

r. ^ Oh perjur'd Woman, how can you invent 
This feign d difguife to appear innocent f 

^. M. 'Tis pity Fate tuch Beauty ftiould mifplace,' 
So ftjin'd a Heart, and yet fo feir a Face. 

r. Sj 'nipoftor, fpeak ( if Confcience have a Seat, 
In Tray tors breafts) was it not You whcfe Cheat, 
And Cunning did my fatal hand engage. 
At once t' a Murder, and a Sacriledge ? 
To kill my King, and rob mankind of more 
Vertue, than ere dwelt in one Breft before. 

^. Af. Divert thy Frenzy Child, fome other wny. 
Oh, my dear Daughter, try if you can Pray. 

r. ^ How ilie difowns that blood whicn ihe has fpllt ! * 
Treafon with her is but a modeft guilt. 

Sj,M. Our prefence will but raife her Paifion higher? 
Tallay her frantick Rage, let us retire. 
But of your Queen fee that ftrift care you keep. 
Wait her to her repofe, try if iliee'l Sleep. 
Sleeping, fome Angel may be k:nd, 
And in a Dream t'her thoughts her guilt prefenr. 
That when this fit is oVe ihe may Repent. 

Here the Attetidants airri of the Kini^^ ^"-^^ vchom the Toun^ 

Ss^cen Weeps. 

T. ^^j Heiv'ii- fince from You the povvei of Monarchs fprings. 
Sure you were bound t'have had moit care of Kings. 

Lxeunt all but ^ Mother^ Crimalhaz and Hametalhaz. 

H 2 e. M. 
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^Jtf« Now in her Death we mnft fixne way invfen^* 
hat of his blood we mavfeem loDOcenL 
Firft let her Face with fome deep poysnoof Paiii^'' 
DUicoTourd to a horrid black be ibdn'cL 
Thf n fay 'twas as a mark ok Vengeance given. 
That fiie was blafted by the hand of Heaven. 
And as apublick Spedacle expoVd> 
Let her be in a bomingpile inclo&'d. . 
And whiril the clouded Air reeks with the finoke. 
Hire a magician by . his art t' invoke 
A Train of Devil^ who in dreadful forms^ 
Waited bv Earthquake;, Thunder, Winds> andStorms, 
Shall rove i'th' Air^ and with loud.ecchoesi»ule ^ 
As if they warcht to feize her flying SouL 
Thus will men think, 'twas only the that foun'd 
This Treafon; and that f(»r die deed fhe's Dama'd. / 

Crim. Bring back the Qjieen — - £'re I fee Juftice dott> 
I^with MorenA will converfe alone. 

EnUr Gngrds .Udding in the Tonng Qgeen. 
Great Emptefsftay, andhear my Story too, S Difcmfes in^whif^ 
How much I for an injured -Qjieen dare do. c ferwhhtbt^neen^ 

Hsm. The Emp*roars aditig of the Mafqners part. 
His Murder, and thtf management, your Art ${ 
And her feigned madnefs to our wim (nccttd. 

^M. And more than this to have fecurd the Deed, 
Had not Her hand ftnick home to back her Crime, 
The Surgeons I had bf ibVl to poyfbn him. 
'Tis not the blood of Sons nor Monarchs, (hakes 
Thofe refolutions which my Courage takes* 
Ore Fear and Vertuetoo, I have this odds: 
My W U's my King, my Pleafures are my Gods. 

[jExeMMt S^M. & Ham. Manent Crimalhaz t^ T.Jj^^, 

Crim. S nee I»n aMqnarcbs Heir, may I not own, 
An equal Title mhis Love as Throned 
Ifi you'l ?cc?pc fo mean an Offering, ? 

Vx:4i. iWll not waat a Lover hot a King. 

My 
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. My ktndfiefi /hall fopply 

Tt^ Hold Do yoa mean, 
Thisotter'd fervice to an injar'd Qpeeo f 
How Sir^ is my dead King To far remov'd,' 
That I am paft remembranee that I lo?'d f f'.^ 

Admit new Couitfliips, and with the fame Eye^ 
Behold a marder'd Soveraigns GhoU ftand by. 
I thought yoQi profer'd (undnefs had been this, 
To've fentenced me to mix my blood with his. 
ToVe told me I (hoold Die, and dying have 
TheHapjunefs of deeping in His drave. 

Crm» Death i^ gailts due. Yours is a gentler Doom ^• 
Yon may enjoy my Throne, bat not his Tomb. 
I know your Innocence and Vertae. You 
This fatal Deed from fome falfe Copy drew. 
And Ibeein to think yoor Mothers Heart, 
Has Poyion in't, what* ere her looks impart. 
Bat to revenge a. Murder'd King, Tie found 
ThisTreafon, till the ucmoft Depth be found : 
And to fiich pains dte AuclK>rs Tie condemne, 
That to the World Tie your loft Tame redeem. 

^* ^. A Kings Revenge fo brave an i€t will be , 
That you'l at once Oblige both Heaven and Me. 
And his bleft Spirit in the Skyes nraft owe, 
A Debt, which he has left unpaid below. 

Crim, That'trifline fcoreone fmile from you will quit. 
And fare yon are fo Jund to pay his Debt. 

r. ^ My Thanks are granted e*re your Suite is heard, 

Crirn* I muft have more than Thanks for a reward. 

r,^ The Gloiy of the deed requites the pains. . 

Cf mr. But Glory only in you; Favour Reigns. 

3^, ^ That Breath I cannot, muft not undesftand. 

Crim. Love needs but little art to be explain'd. 

r. ^ Love! ftop that barbrous Breath. faanewLoveJ 
I A^b nis Image, and profane his Duft. 

Cf/WtBut not to love your Champion is unjuft. 

H ^ r. 
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r. ^ Yoor Service I accept, your Love take back. 

Crim. None hate the giver who the prefent take* 
Why caii'c your Heart - 

r. ^ — Why can't your Arm revenge 
A King, without my Heart paid in exchange t 
Know though you balely trade with Loydty, 
My Love my Kings revenge does over-buy* 
Goi Mercenary man, I will refigne 
His Vengeance to the hand of Heaven, no't thine. 

Crim.^ Let fuch harfli words be by tame Lovers borne. 
My Paffion is too rough to bear your fcorn- 

T. ^ And muft my Heart at fuch a price be fold i 
Thy Seat Ulurpt before thy Blood is cold ^ 
This was thy Right, and tnough thy Death I gave ^ 
Who lov'd the Martyr will the Reliques favc, j 

My Heart by none but thee was ever won. ' r rv 

Tie guard the Trophy, though the Conqu'rour's gon. ^L^/« 
But ftay — This Grant is to revenge thy Blood, 
And on that fcore no Offering's too good. 
I fliould fcorn Love, Life, Honour, Empires, -— all 
To ftrike their Heads whofe Treafon wrought' thy fall, j 
Can you on nolefs terms my King revenge i 

Crim. No fecond Thoughts my Refolution change. 
Since all I atfl is only for your fake. 
Love muft accept thofe offers Love does make. 

r. j^^^Well Sr, my Heart is won. Your S^ige remove, 
I cpndelcend to any thing .- but Love. {^Rctrcati^gfrom him. 
Refign that Heart thai*s His .— 
Heav'ns, (lull I live to z6t (o great a Sin ! 
To right a Monarch muft I damn a Queen ? 
Be gon ! I hate thee now worfe rhan before. 
Delcend to thee < No, I that Thought abhorre. 
And though his Blood does loud for Vengeance c::ll 5 
I know tee'^d fcorn his Qiiefn fo low lliouki fali. 
ThoUf^h I have loft a King, r;n n.c fo poor*. 
The Temple ixlW^ t'lcKuincs T;-. r.ic^rc, 

Crim^ 
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Crim. My Love's coo fierce long Seiges to attend : 
YouVc loft a Servant, and your King a Friend, L^ff^^s to £$. 

r. ^Stay — No,bcgon Ifcornthee — YccSirftay, 
Hopes oF Revenge fo macn my paflfions fway ) 
That what would I not do for Juftice fake. {hatul 

Where the affault's fo ftrong, hercConquVour take £cives her 

Crim. Ohmybcfthopes — [^Kijfcs her aAfhl.2 

t. ^ My — friendftiip — give n\y Love ! — 
My Love my Soveraigns Right I rate aoovc 
The Ranfome of a world i and if thy hand 
Does not perform what his loud wrongs demand ; 
Thou art his Murderer. 

Crim. But when you fee that murderer wear his Crown, 
You fliall too late repent your haughty Frown. [^ offers togoj. 

T. ^ Hold, ere the pleafures of Revenge Tie want, 
Invader, here what e*re you ask Tie grant. 

Crim. Oh Charming Excellence ! 

r. SU But Sir. 
Loving too foon, Ifliall convince the Faith 
Of Men, that I defign'd my husbands Death. 

Crim. 'Tis ti ue, fome marks of forrow ihould be worn 
Topleafe the Woild ; lie give you time to mourn. 

T. ^ When youVe appeas'd his Ghoft, and th' angry Pov. 'i 3 
Above ^ and to his fjcred Memory 
My laft debt's paid, all that lam is yours. 

Crim. My Vow's the fame. Firft to Revenge He fly. 
With Traycouvs Blood Tie entertain your Eye. 
E*re you're my Queen, and wear a fecond Crown, 
Tie build a ScatfolJ tirft, and then a Throne. [TavV 

In ^ Ive fouiultiieway. Oh my dear Lord, thou^^ now 
Death does embrace what to my Arms is due 5 

rle ketp 

My Vow to Him, and Love to Thee Entire. 

No fecoiiJ King rtull to this Throne afpire. ^Points U ixr Brcr.p. 

To Thee my laft Debts payment fliall be this, 

lie die --.- and dead all that I am is His. 

la 
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In thy Revenge when Fve Trioiriphant ftdod, '"' ; 

On Tray tors necks amid'ft a Scene of Blood % . ^ ' 

M$renBs hand ihall wafh the (hin She. wears $ 

As CondemnM men turn Executiooerst 

To expiate thy blood Tie let oatminey 

And trium{)h in my fall, who mourn for thine* 

Then with a gentle gale of dying (ighs, 

rie breath my flying Soal into me Skies. . 

Wmg'd by my Love I will my palTage fteer, 

•Nor can I mifs my way when You fliine there* Exit . 



■«■ 
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Enter Crimalhar dttCMded ds Kini. 
Crim. / I ^ Hough on the Blood ol Kings my Throne I've buUt, 
I The World my Glory fees, but not my Guilt. 
A My fterious Majefty bcft fits a Throne. 

They Vertuous feem whofe Vices are unknown. 
Men hive ador'd and have made Offerings 
To unknown Gods,why not to unknown Kings. [^Etitir Him. 

Ham^ Your Guards are fet> your forces on the WallSy 
And in the Streets are rank'd in fighting forms $ 
Expeding when the martial Summon calls, 
And Taffdlcita this proud City ftorms. 
For our laft Scouts which, newly are come in, 
Tell us th* affaultwill :n few hours o:gin. 

Crim. I thank him for this War he has begun, 
The number of my Foesenhnnce my Crown. !' 

It does a worth on Kings as Beauties (et, 

To have our Rivals numerous and Great, 

But Is th'imprifon'd Princefs, whom your Sword 
Raviftit fiom Muly Hamets hand, fecur'd 

From the Worlds knovvledg 

Hdm. Royal Sir I have 

The pride to be her Jaylor - and her Slave . [^yWr.] Crim. 
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Cfhii» M»lj Hdmet and M^rUmne aie the laft 
Of the Imperial Race, that have noc paft 
To th' ojther World, to make me room in this. 
But though your hand did of his murder mifs .' . * 

Howe're his exile has reftrain'd his Pow'r : . ., 

And her I have conceal'd within the TowV* 
But (hould (he be difcover'd, and I found 
Her Jay lor, her reftraint would horrid found, 
I am not fafe then till I fee her Dead, 
You therefore ihall prefent me with her Head* 

Ham, Mdriamntt Head prefenced by my Hand f 
I'de firft ftrike his that gives me that Command. 
For fince that Beauteous Prifoner was my charge. 
Her charming Image did my-Soul enlarge. J ^f. 

At the approach of fo Divine a Gue(f, j4/««. 

I've (hook my late familiars from my Breaft % 
The thoughts of Mifcheifs;Villany and Blood ) 
By her fair Eyes infpir'd I dare be good. Exit.^ 

Enter ^etit Mother. 

j^ A/, Though your Defigns have met fo great Succefs, 
Doe not forget I was your Patronefs t 
And (hs to whom you made this folemn Vow, Qi« Cfim, 3 

That I (hould (hare that Throne I rais'd you to. 

Crim. The hisheft Seat in all but Monarchs Breads 
Should be by th'high'ft of Paifiqps, Love, Poffeft. 
But Kings in fo fubllme a Resion Move : 
They have Concerns that mutt take place of Love. 
My Subjects call for Veng'ance, and I muft 
To the dead King before my Love be }\xR. 
Then give me leave to profecute his Death, 
rir(l wtar the Cyprefs, then the Myrtle Wreath, 

^JV. Bring in the Qjjeen 

If She dehy our Love, 

Let out her Blood and thofe weak Bars Remove. 

Enter Cudrds bringif^ in the Toun^ ^d/i. 

Mulj Ldias his Qjieen and Murderer, 
To Expiate his Death you are Summon'd here. 

I To 
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To prove how much the World by you has loft. 
And what Atonement's due t' a Monaicb's Glioft. 

r. ^ Yes Madam, when great Princes Die, Tde have 
Their Mojefty kept up beyond the Grave. 
Such ftreams of Blood (hould fw their Murders pay • 
Their Ghofts iliould have a Train as great as they. 

^ M. See Sir (he begs her Death as a Reward : 
Ufe Charity,do not her Blifs retard. [jo Crinul. afidc 

Crim. In Common Murders Blood fo; Blood may pay : 
But when a Martyr'd Monarch dies, we may 
His Mi;urdcrers Condemn^ But that's not all: 
A Vengeance hangs o're Nations where they Fall. 

^A/. No Tedious Introdu^ions to her Death : 
Good Sir make hafte,more bufinefs and lefs Breath. 

Crim. Who wears his Crown can beft defend his Caufc. 
rie on his Murderer Execute fuch Laws, 
The Rigour of my Juftice (hall declare. 
How hig^'I rate that Majefty I weare 

^ M. NoProloguestoherDeathjletitbedonc; 
I could have kird ten Queens while you are judge One. 

Crim. Therefore to profecure his Death 

Si^M* Speak Home. 

Crim. I on \\\< Murderer muft Pronounce a Doom-— 

^A/. No Mercy, be Severe. 

Crim^ -- As mdyExpiefs, • 
I can't do more, no: cjn his Blood ask lefs. 
Guards, I on You th. t Office do Confer, 

Obey my Orders, feize This Murderer. ^^Mcrc the Gnards 

Thy poyfonM Husband,and thy murdered Son^ c ^cizc the ^ M. 
This injured Emprefs, and Moroccoes Throne, 
Which thy accurfed Hand fo oft has ihook, 

Dcfervcs 

A blow more Fierce than Juftice ever ftrook. Q^M. 

^M. Inhumane Villain, Monfler, Devil \Strnglingw 

Crim. Silence her Fury,Stop her j^oyfon'd Breath; (^ the Cnards. 
An.i clieck her growing outrage by her Death. 
But fince to Me youVe been fo kind t' impart^ 
Some Tavoai s, and a Title in your Heart : Jn: 
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In Gratltade and Honour, you ihall haye 
This Mercy, to walk gently to your Grave. 
Bid my Phyfitians a ftrong Draught prepare, 
And leave her Execution to their Care, 

^M. Ungrateful Slave 1^ 

Crim. Go- rie not hear her Plead, 
No Arguments (hall fave a Trayfourt Head. 
All his Revenge demanded, I have done ^ {J^thiT. S£f*^r 
Perform your Vow, accept my Love and Throne* 

^ M. Hold Sir--- 1 ask not Life i fuch ads of Grace 
Your Bounty may on little Sinners pafs. 
My Sins are but too Capital, — My Son, 
AndPoyfon'd Husband -— What have I not don ^ • '^ 
So many Treafons and fuch bloody Rage, 
Would fmk an Empire and defame an Age. 
No found but Deaths harfli Name^ my Soul could Daunt : 
Now all my Sins my frighted Confcience Haunt. 
Guilt onely thus to guilty Minds appeares : 
As Syrens do to drowning Mariners: 
Seen onely by their Eyes whofe Deaths arc Nigh. 
We rarely fee our Crimes before we Die. 
And now thev 're fcen, I 'm with fuch Horroui ftrook ; 
They feem (o large, I dare not Upwards look. 
Where's all my Confidence, and Courage driven i 
Guilt ne're grows balliful till it thinks of Heaven. 
Though I want PowV to ask for Mercy there, 
I will look down, and beg my Pardon here. ^ Kfieels to the T. ^ 
Fair Innocence, I for your Pardon fue, 
T' a condemned Traytour, but a Mother too : 
Let her repenting Sighs her Griefs impair 5 
Who thus— Offers her Tears — and thus— thy Heart. 

Stdh the TouHg giueefi. 
Die Rival — and Die Traytour — [^Runs to ftdb Ci imalhaz, 

Imt beinifioft hj the GuAtdsfiibs her jelf. 
— Then Die Thou. 

Crim. Moreno. Kild ! 
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S^M. Yes Sir, and Tdt have don the fame for Y(«# 
But fince my Dagger has fo feebly doo, 
Miffing thy fireaft I've feat it to my own. 
If fome kind Devil had but took my part, 
rhad pierc'd thy Bofom, as Tve dcm thy Heart. * 
Curfe on weak Nature which my Rage anmaoM, 
A Mafculine heart linkt with a Female Hand. 
My Stars had been more juft had they defign'd 
Me lefs of Hell, or lefs of Woman- Kind» 

3^- ^ 'T 'exprefs my Gratitade,thos low I Bow : \ti thej^ M^ 
Murder was neVe an z€t of Grace till now. 
Your Curteous Arm retrived mine from a Guilt, 
liifrenAS Hand^ Aiirtn^s Blood had fpilt s 
Had not that ftroke more kindly been aecreed. 
You ne're did zdt a Mother, till this Deed : 

Here '- T ^wtforoif ray Vow ^ ^7* Crmdltdzghmr 

When IVe refignVl, C him her UsA 

My Soul to Him — take — all I leave behind. 

Tny death, Dear Saint ; reveng'd, and mine fo near, 

Sucn charming objedh to my Thoughts appear: 

Ttthopes I (hall meet Thee, my Joy's fonigb, 

Methinks I viHt Hcav*n^ before I die. 

My mournii^ Soul durft ne're one thought endine^ 

To fenfe of Joy^ till it drew nigh to Tnine. 

Heaven's Blifles are a prize Love only Wins, 

Where my Life ends my happinefs Begins. L^^^J 

£^, M. Is this your Thanks for ail her Love has done i 
Who ftaked her Soul, to raife Thee to a Throne. . 
Dorft you Perfidious Villain, with one Breath, 
.Pronounce Her Coronation and my Death f • 
But Tve removed that Rival: Thanks to Me^ 
Her wandriog Soul is mounted to a Cloud, 
B»t you may Court her ftill ™ in Hcav n — if (he 
C;in heai: fo for, and you can talk fo loud# 

Cfim. Though againft Me your Rage had juft pretence $ 
Ycc how dm A you aflault fuch Innocence i 



.^ 



In all my Race, I nothing find that's ill , 
But that I've Barren been h and wanted ftill 



•'^r?* 
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S^^M. Let (ingle Marthers^ Common Hands Suffice : 
I Scorn CO kill lefs than whole Families, 

d ftill \ 
M onarchs to dethrone, more Sons to KUL ^ 
^dions are fcarce worth the Memory, 
•^SSTl am yet too Innocent to Dye. 

Had bat my Hand performed thy Mutther too^ 

I (hoold meet Death with fmiles upon my Brow. 

Bat Oh my Spirit's Faint — yet I have Breathy 

Enough to make a Prayer before my Deach. 

If there be fach a place as yeilds abodes. 

To Souls that fcorn the company of Gods : 

May I in Hell hell's greateft Torments bear. 

Provided *tis thy Doom to meet me there, C-^J^^-^l 

Crim. Infe^ion ftick upon thy blafted name, 

Thou Foile toMonfters and thy Sexes (hame. [^^ A.-^'O 

But here my Heart to Pity does Incline : C'^ ^« jS2?^^» 

Till now I fmird at blood, but figh for Thine. 

Veitue farewel, I could bewail thy Fate- — 

But *tis a Cowards Crime to grieve too late# 

Fury's the Mourning garb great Spirits weare. 

From this day for thy fake no Lives Tie fpare. 

I will fend tKoufands to attend thy (hade. 

Loft made me King, Love has a Tyrant made. 

Remove thofe breathlefs obje^s, thofe dumb (hows* 

Of Majcfty ) now Tie for deeds prepare : 

This morning moft begin and end a War. 

Kind TdffdUt does for my prefence Call, 

I am invited to his FoneraU 

The little Champion with impatience waites, 

To beg a Tomb before Morgcafs Gates. 

And rather than his lingring Fate delay, 

lie with my Army take a walk thatvvay. 

His heat of olood, and loft of Clowns ihall ceafe % 

Lalht to a Calm and cool'd into a Peace. 

TjfHr 
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Entn Hamctalliaz in hdfi^ i^fwnd^fTritmftts ie^rJ/rirnvtlthiiL 

Ham Your Army's routed crc the War's bcgun^ 
The City taken, and your Empire woo* 
And this luipriting Conqueft is qot gaitt'd. 
By Taffdlcis but MmIj Hamets Hand. 

Crim. Maly Hamet from his banifliment returned I 

Ham. Yes, at the News of th' Emperours Death Concerned » 
That his great Matter was by you betrayed : 
He came to TaffaUt, and frankly made 
A proffer of hisbword : which brave demand] 
Was by the generous King thus Entertain'd. 
Welcome brave Friend ) Mi$lj Hamct was neVe tauglit 
To back) but head thofe Armies where he fought. 
That Fame and Glory then which waits on thee» 
Shall ner'e be leiTen'd when you Fight for me. 
With me, brave Youth, thou Ihalt my Forces lead, 
And fight my Equal in my Army's head : 
When to your ftartled fquadrons he appears 
TaffaUts General, who late was theirs. 
Their former love rcnew'd, fuch Changes wrought. 
That they forgot the Caufe in which they Fought, 
A fudden Clamour Ecchocd through the Throng, 
Which Mtilj Uamet^ Mulj Hamct, Rung. 
By their own hands the Gates were ftraight purd down. 
And he in Triumph marcht into the Town. 
They paid to him what to their King they owe 5 
And proudly now aloud proclaim him fo. 

.Crim. Draw up my Forces, Roufemy Guard, Fie try. 
Who's the fuccesful Rebel, he, or I. 
rie write my Vengeance in whole ftreams of Blood, 
Fortune take your free Choice, be ill or good jj 

I dare your Worft: 

Yet I defervc to be your Favorite. 

J'yr.ints are kind, to thofe they cannot Frlghr. {^Exeunt. '^ 

T.nter 
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Enter Muly Hamec, dniAttcnddntsmithdrMWi^ Swgrds^ 

After s f$»t$d of Trumfcts. 

jiuly H. My Caafc fubdues more than my Sword, the Town 
Does at my Feet their proftrate Armes lay down. 
Conqueft founds beft, and Glory brighteU (liines^ 
Where Loyalty, net Force, the Lawrel wins. 
Lead to the Palace, through the Guards He break. 
And to th'Ufarper Fie in Thunder fpeak. 
To the infernal Shades Tie fend a Ghoft^ 
Stain'd with more Sins than all their Hell canboaft* 
His Blood, dear Prince, (hall pay for ihedding thine. 
No Caufe fo juft, no Rage io fierce as mine *, 
Where Loyalty and Love the fuel bring, 
A Ravifli't Miftrefs and a Murd'red King. {^Exiur.t. 

The Trumpets continue Soundin^y and dafhtn^ of 

Stvords is heard from within. 

Enter Crimalhaz, Hametalhaz> and Attendants ^ mth dratrn 

Sroords^ as furfued. 

Crim. And Midy lUmct Fighting in their Head. 

Ham. Fly quickly, Sir, ice where your Guards lye Dead* 
The fui'ious Muly Hamet leads 'em on, 
Whofe Fortune, and whole Sword has Wonders done. 
You; Guards hew M down, He by no Force withftood •, 
Comes now :!i:< way t) faciitice your Blood; 
He \\x\\ fuch Fer.rs youi ihaking Palace fills, 
That with tht HorrOHr that he brings he ^ills. 

Cnm. Ill this long Story, all I can defc:y, 
Is, my Ci'^wn's gojig^ and my Death dni\'/s n!o!i. 
No, 'f:<5 no co.r.mon Thunder ftrikcsme I •ctci : 
Vve a R:\.eat yet left to favc my Head. ^Truwfets founding. 
I [vy L!.:>U:nd my finking Throne will- Hay, 
And ..: ;7 I to Morrow, though I llv to J. \ f"/: v.-;//. 
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The Scene Changes. 

- Enter Muly Haniec dud Abdelcador AiUB4Ud, 

Abdeh Kind Tdfatet — — 
Concern d to owe this Conqueft to the Charms 
Of your Viftorious Prefencc, not his Armes r 
Scorning to wear that which his Armes nc're Won,' 
Frankly Surrenders you Moroccos Crown. 

MulyU. Well generous Prince, thisoflfer'd Crown—— 
Witli Thanks and Envy (hall Accepted bcj 
rie be a Monarch to aft deeds like Thee. 

Here Mariaranc APpursfrtm the Bdlc^nt dove. 
My Princefs, the bright Charms tnofeEyes convey, 
Compleat th'imperfe^a Triumphs of this Day: 
It dofs a larger Happinefs afford, 
To have a Miftrefs, than a Crown Reftor'd. 
Here at your Teet, kind' Providence has thrown 
Your baniflu Lover, and your Raviilit Crown. 
Your Influence, and my Armes fo happy prov'd j 
Tlrufurpers Scepter's to your Hand remov'd ; 
His blood, when he his forfeit Head dares fliow. 
Shall pay what to your Brothers Duft I owe. 

Enter to her Crimalhaz into the Balcone* 

Mar. My Jaylour here. 

Criw. Though I am fain fo low : 
My fortune loft, I may a Beggar grow. 
This Mercy does on generous Spirits wait. 

You always pity the Unfortunate m 

And on iliat icore Tie beg one modeft boon j 
rieonly ask you toreftore my Crown. 

MhIj If. Thanks Heaven, the only man whofe Head I wanik 

Ot^. Do not thank Heaven, for what It cannot grant. 

My 
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My Head, fond man, is for thy reach too Iiigh ^ 
I from this Caftle thy weak arms defie. 
Immur'd within the walls of this ftrong Tower, 
I am fo fafely Guarded from thy Power % 
That I dare tell you, yes and boldly too. 
This Head you threaten (hall be Crown'd by you. 

Mitly. H. What means this Impudence 

Crim. To end the Strife -— — 
I ask a Crown a Ranfome for her Life. {^Dtaws sml 

fchts his Swrd dt Maiiamnes Src^ft. 

Mulj. H. Here I my baffled hopes of Vengeance lofe : 
To right my King my Miftrefs lExpofe. 

Crim. 1 know your Palfion has a tye fo great, 
.That for her fake youle quit th^Imperial Seat. 
I knew your Vertue is fo ftrong, that if 
You fwear you will proted my Throne and Li fe, 
You'le keep your Vow : Swear then by all thofe Powers 
Which the Religions World fears ana Adores, 
To quit your Claim to Empire ; Swear Vou'Ie make 
Me Monarch in that Throne which youKe forfake. 
And with your Blood youle guard that Crown you give i 
If fo, your Miftrefs (liall have leave to Live. 
Thougn you quit Empires, you fliall meet thefe charms 
To (ftep, and dream of Kingdoms in her Arms. ,v 

If nor, prepare to fee her amourous Breads 
Give entertainment to this Ir»n Gueft* 
To this your Anfwer* 

Mulj. H. Savage Infidel, 
Monfter, there's not a hand on this (ide HelU 
That dares attempt that Deed \ there's not one Dart 
In Heav'n, that would not flrike the Murd'rers Heai t| 
Before his hand (hould touch her facred Bred. 

Crim. Since you are witli fuch Heavenly Faith poflcH, 
To think (h'has Chftmpions in the Skies ^ He try, 
Who*s the beft Executioner, Heaven or L 

MmIj.H. Hold Bar bt'ous, Cruel> hold your murcliing hands, 
Ttunk on the Vengeance which that Crime attends : 

K Think 
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Think wliat a fierce Revenge I fot Her fake , 
Will on my Princcfs bloftdy Murd'ref take. 

Mar.' Hold Mith Hamtt, let his Rage goe on* 
Can You but think of fear when I have none f 

Crim, Tortures and Wracks will prove a vain defign: 
That hand that Oiedsher Btood fhatllet out mine. 
Speak quickly then, e're words will come too late : 
My Crown reftor'd, you'le yet redeem her Fate. 

Mulj H, My Lawrels, Crowas, and Empires are all yonrs* - 

Crim, Swear then. 

Mutj. H, I fwear by tHe Eternal Povfit, 
For her Lives ranfoftie I this dfPring make : 
Morocco and your drown Fie give you back. 
To my laft blood I Will your life defend , 
In Wars your Champion, ixAXn Peace your friend. 

Cr'm. A filent Grotto, and a (hady Grove, 
Are far more" proper Cbenes than Thrones for Love.' 
And though your hand anil hers no Scepter bears^ 
You Lovers may get Kings to be my Heirs. 

Mtr^ rie bind my Vow oy the fame pow'rs you^fwore, 
rie to a Thoufand Deaths my Life e^pofe. 
Before I will one Inch of £mpire lofe. 
'Tis not,bold Slave, my thieaten'd death can make [^TV Crinw 
My female fears my Right t'a Throng fdffake. 
Heir to a Crown, though you fo fierce haVe been, 
MdrtAmnt fcorns to d ie Tefs than a Queen. 

Cr'm, So brisk young Champion 1 Have at thy Hearth 

Mulj.H. Stay Sir. Oh cruel MarUmne can you part 
i-rom Love and Life to rob the world and me i 

Mar. No Mulf Hamety a worfeftain 'twill be 
To have my Crown refign'd, than my Blood fpilt. 
I of the two Will chooft the lefler guilt, • ■ 

I'ame never (hall in Hiftories exprefs , 
Born to be great I yeilded to be lefs. ] 

Muly. //. If you afpire to greatnefs, that He grjnt ? 
.Your Aiulj ffamet Empires cannot want, 

Whiii} 




\ 
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Whilft he pdTeiTes Youi and wears a Sword« 
And if our Africk does no room afford ) 
rie travel then to feme remoter Sphearc, 
Till I find out new Worlds, and Crown you there • 

MdrUm. Tis Honour and not Crowns that I eftecmt 
And fliould I bafely yield my Throne to him ^ 
My Name and Story would but poorly found^- 
Who rais'd a Murdrer, and a Rebel Crowti'd, 
No, if at worft I by this Traytour Dye ^ 
Adore my Name, and love my Memory. 
Yes Mighty Man, perform this Valiant parr, [[ U Grim. 

Bravely and boldly pierce a Female Heart : 
Let floiy boa (I, you this great deed fulfil'd ) 
Your manly hand an unarm*d Woman kil'd. 

Crim. Since you at fcorne and daring are fo good, 
rie feel your Pulfe, and try your heat of Blood. 
Guards fire the Caftle. 
And while that burns Tie a new (liape aflame : 
rie Sport and Revel with more pleafmg Charms, 
Than Nero when he fung to burning Rome. 
rie fing my Funeral Obfequies in thefe Armes 5 

Tie Ravidi her 

Then throw my felf and her into the Tire, 
And arm in arm together weell Expire. 
Burn, Burn the Tower. 

Enter Hametalhaz, in the Belcone with Cttirds^ whi 
feizes Crimalhaz dnd difarmes Him. 

Mtw. Before this Tower takes Fire, you'le want a Head^ 

Crim. Hameidlhaz ftand off ^ am I betrayed ! 

Ham. I have no time to anfwer your demands : 
Deliver him to Mtdj HAfnetsHtHTids. 
The higheft Triumph my weak Arm e're gain d, 
Is to prefent this Princefs to'his Hand* CCfim. is forced dorvn By 
Mtilf.HW^i life preferv d and he the inftrument 1 {the Ctt^rdsf^ 
What Miracle of Honour has fate fent i 

SureHeav'n aifls Wonders I Wonders, no \i% none 

K 2 What 
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What have th'high'r Powers c<^bat to take care. 
Of fo much Vertue and a^Face fo Fair } 

jp.nttr Crimalhaz hdow^ led in bj Guards* 
Sec him Conveyed to Execucioti ftiaighcl 
He as he rofe in -Blood in Blood (hall let. 

Crim. Since I muft die, and die Condemned by you : 
Hear Heav'n, for I ne're troubrd you till now, ,♦ 

So may my body rot when I am Dead, / 

Till my rank duft has fuch Contagions breA: V 

My Grave may dart forth Plagues^ as may ftrike deat^ 
Tnrough the infe^cd Air where thou draw'ft breath* 
Others may fancy pleafures more divine, 
I know not where : this (hall in Hell be mine •, 
To think when dead lyet can Death Convey, 
And what my Arm can't ad my Alhes may. 

[^Exit Cunrdcd with Abdelcadon 

Enter Hametalhaz Zrj^/;sr^ Mariamne. 

Iduly. H. My dear and beft Life, welcome. By thy Hand, 
My Crown, my Happinefs and Heav*n regained. 
What myftick Blefling docs my fare purfue , 
To fee her Sa v'd and fee her Sa v*d by you i 

Hdm. Oh do not at thismyflery acimire: 
Nothing is ftrange which Beauty does infpire; 
To puniih Treason and prefcrve a Throne , 
Are due to Maridmnes Eyes alone. 
When to his hand I gave that beauteous prize, 
Defign'd for his ambitions Sacrifice: 
When her hard fate, and her bright Charmes I faw;^ 
Thcfedid my homage, that my pity draw. 
Something (6 kkid I to that face did pay. 
That to Serve her Icould my truft betray. 
Had I been born a Prince, and^ in that name 
Like You, Erected Trophys to her fame : 
In all things then I had your Rival prov'd^ . 
Andconiidcntly told her ihat ILov*d» Bur 
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Bat wanting worth I wanted words^ and chofe 

This way my fpecchlcfs Paflion to difclofe. 

I would defend what I could ne'reinjoy, 

And break all bars that did her Peace deftroy. 

But I too laterefolv'd a flight fo high: 

I cut my wings before I thought to fly : 

Too quick to wo:k, too weak to prop her Fall. 

My Penitence could not my Sins recal, 

Till this bleft moment and your influence gave 

Her dangers and his infolenceaGrave. , ^ 

Mnlj. H. Such Honour and fuch Love ! lam Conquered here, 
My Deeds and Paflions are below thy Sphear. 
But as your Worth, your Pow'r fliall out- reach mine : 
Subjefts my Homage pay, but Monarchs thine, [^EmhrJces him. 

Ham. Tnough Heav'n by me her threatncd life fecures. 
And faves her blood tobeally'd to yours. 
Defpair, not Triendfliip, yiekis to that hard task^^ 
I bravely give what I durft never Ask. 
Hold Heart while I this Tie^fure dorefign,. 
And Crown her Blifs with that which ruins mine, 
I perilli at her feet wliom I adore. 
The greateft Wracks are ncareft to the n>ore. 

Mariam. Such Language may by Chaftcft cars be hcarwi- 
Your Love I muft admire, aivJ lie reward. 
A Nobler Paflfion Story ntver \vr*t, 
That turn'd a Tray tor to a Profciy:e» 
Thou beft of Converts, 

Muly. IT. And of Rivals too. 
Sii^asaTiibute to your Vcrtue clue, 
All Honours Mtrit in a Court can meet, 
And akindMonaichs Love, lye at youi Peet. 

Ham. Hold, that great ad of Mercy muft ndtpaf;^ 
Let not your firft days R2i<;n a King difgrace. 
Of fuch high Bounty Tm unworthy ftill : 
My good Ads have not yet out-wcighedmyill 
No — • 

T.^ 



yo Itbe Empreff of Morocco ^ 

To fome far Country, 
I from thofe Eyes for ever will remove , 
I cannot ftand the fight of hopelels Love. 
Pilgrimsj whofcZeaFsmore bleft though Icfs Divine, 
•* Go meet their Saiiits : but I muft fly from mine, [^offers to gil 
Mnlj. II. Stay I conjure you •, (lay you fl)all, you muft : 
VouVe made me Great 5 Let me not be unjuft. 
• Speak what Command, what Pow'r,what Ciown you'l choofe. 
Ham. Crowns, no, fuch little Favours I refufe. 
None but the place you hold my wifl) can bound. 
JJut fince L have your free offer to be Ciown'd, ^ 

It is accepted : I a King will be. 
And of my Uaign make this my firft Decree, 
This Criminals Banifliment', and to purfue 
My (hte, a Conqueror and a King like you 5 
To what ei*e place my wandring fteps incline, 
lie fancy Empires for Tie think her mine. [ Fxit Ham. 

Here the Scene of erf s^ .t/z^/Crimalhaz appears caft dotvn on 
the Gaujuhes^heing hang on a IVa/ifet withfpikes of Iron. 
Enter 4^.1/;^ Abdelcador. 
Abd> See the reward of Treafon ^ Deatk's the thing 
DirtinguilLes th'Ufurper from the King. 
Kings are immortal,and from Life remove > 
From their Low'r Thrones to wear new Crowns above : 
JJut Heav'n for him has fcarce that blifs in ftore : 
When an Ufurper dies herai'i;nsno more. 

Mul'j. H. My Juftice ended -, now Tie meet a Crown : 
Crowns arc the Common Prizes I have won. 
Thofe are lintayld on Courage. No *tib You 
Can only yield a Blifs that's great and new. 
The Charm of Crowns to Love but dull appears : 
Rai^ning s a wliole lifes toyl, the work of Years. 
In love a day, an hour, a minutes Blifs , 
!s all Flight, Rapture, Flame, andExtafies. 
I.ovfslivclye;Joyesfo quick and a<fkive move-, 
An Agcinl-inpircs but an Hour in Love. 

V.seftnt omties. HPILOGUE 
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THis Play like Country Cirlc come up to TowHy 
Longd faffur fnc^ in ^cmls^ and rich Corpn j 
Andfoy 

Hoping it's Pride yon Courtiers would fupfort^ 
To pleafe Tou^ loft its Maiden- head at Court. 
Pufft with thsgUtfring of your gaudy Charms h 
It feard to meet no danger in your Arms. 
And though the harfhejl Cenfures be its due 5 
7et kinder ufage it dejerves from you, 
A generous Gallant though tired and Clofd^ 
should ft ill f peak well of what he has enjofd. 
should you damn this you would your [elves reproach ^ 
'Tis harh'rous to defame what you debauch. 
Nay^ now yotive Cafl it off^ yet do not Frown : V 
Though like the refuge of a Mifs oth Town^ r 
// is turn d Common^ Tours for half a Crown/' 
T^wds generous at Court and did for Love^ 
But does for profit to thf Stage remove. 
Women and V/it on equal fc ores begin •^ V 
Love and a^^ction firft may make 'tnn Sin^ r 
7 hey trade for Inter eft when the f re oncegotin.- 
But for you Sirs^ who Cenfure but not W>//^-, V 
Who do in Wit, as fomein War, delight ^^ ^ 
Whofe Courages do not much care to Fight : ^ 
But though the) cant of Scars nor Conquefts vapour^ 
1 hey can draw fieges and t^kc Towns//; Paper. 

rtn 
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r$u U vpill be hard to pUafc^ * * 

Critiques whofe [Aving And CondefHHlngl' jtiM 
Tf not your Ah of ^udgntent^ but jour JVm 
irho equal Choice in Plays iW races make^ 

' IVbdt jou refolve^ not wfrildefer'Oes fhaU takem 
Thus your affUufe refenmei your Jtinours, 
fiavem not[cen (On loves almighty Powers ! ) 
Jl Wench rvith tattoiv- Looks an J xointer^^ace , 
Continue one Mans Favorite feven Tears ff ace i 
Some Ravtfliing knack itk [port and fonOfftrii^motionn 

. Keeps the gik Co2iC\i and the gallants Devothn. 
Be tpthis Toy thus kind, and you will raife 
Much better fancies to mite better Plays. 
when meaner races are ufd kindly byye^ 
What Power have greater Beaudes to deny ye. 
So your kind Smiles advance thefcribling Trade •• 

. 7(? jf ^ good PUfs you mufi Excuse the bad. '.' 
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